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2 THIRD PART OF 

ACT L SCENE I. 
LondoD. The PuUameiit-Hoitse. 

Dntms. Some Soldiers o/Yoke's party break tn, Tken^ enter 
iheDiAe qf Yomm, Edwakd, Richabd, Norfolk, Montague. 
Warwick, and Others j with white Roses in their Hats, 

War. I wonder how the king escap'd our hands. 
York, Whfle we pursued the horsemen of the north , 
He slflj stole away, and left his moi : 
Uliereat the great lord of Northumberland , 
miose warlike ears could nerer brook retreat , 
Qieer'd up the drooping army; and himself, 
I^ord Clifford , and lord Stafford , ana-4>reast. 
Charged our main battle's front, and, breaking in. 
Were b j the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Edw, Lord Stafford's £ither , duke of Buckingham , 
Is either slain, or wounded dangerous 
I cleft his beaTcr with a downright blow ; 
That tins is true, £ither, behold his blood. 

{Showing his bloody SwonL 
Mani, And, brother, here 's the earl of Wiltshire's blood , 

[7b York, showing his. 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 

Bich, Speak thou for me , and tell them what I did. 

iThrowing down the Duke of Somerset's Head. 
ToHL Bichard hath best deserv'd of all my sons. — 
But, is your grace dead , my lord of Somerset? 

Aoifi Such hope haTC all the line of John of Gaunt ! 
Bieh, Thus do I hope to shake king Henry's head. 
fFar, And so do I. — Victorious prince of ToriL , 
Before I see thee seated in that throne , 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps , 
I TOW by hearen these eyes shall never dose : 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 
Jknd ibis the regal seat: possess it, York; 
Faribisistbiae, and not king Heiiry*s h^is\ 

- ^ 

• * • • • • • 
»• • • • « • 



KING HENRY VL 8 

York. Assist me , then , sweet Warwick , and I will ; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We '11 all assist you : he , that flies , shall die. 
York. Thanks , gentle Norfolk. — Stay by me , my lords : -« 
And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

J^ar, And , when the king comes , offer him no violence , 
Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. [They retire, 

York, The queen this day here holds her parliament , 
fiot little thinks we shall be of her council, 
fij words or blows here let us win our right. 

Rich, Arm*d as we are , let 's stay within this house. 
fFar. The bloody parliament shall this be call'd , 
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king, 
And bashful Henry depos'd , whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York, Then leave me not, my lords; beresohite, 
I mean to take possession of my right. 

ff^ar. Neither the king, nor he that loves him best. 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing , if Warwick shake his bells. 
1 11 plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares. — 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English crown. 

[Warwick leads York to the Throne ^ who seals him- 
self. 

Flourish, Enter Ring Bejsiby ^ Clifford, Northumbbrlamd, 
Wkstmorblamd, Exbtbr, and Others, with red Roses in 
their Bats, 

R.Hen, Iffy lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits , 
Even in the chair of state! belike, he means, 
Back'd by the power of Warwick , that false peer , 
To aspire unto the crown , and reign as king. — 
Earl of Northumberland , he slew thy father ; — 
And thine, lord Clifford, and you both have vew'd revenge 
On him, his sons, his favourites , and his friends. 
JVarM, If I be not, heavens be revenged on m^\ 
^^ The hope thereof makes Clifford taoMiti m «»\a^« 
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fFest. What! shall we suffer this? let 's pluck him dowi 
My heart for anger burns , I cannot brook it. 

R, Hen, Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 

CUf, Patience is for poltroons , such as he: 
He durst not sit there had your father liv'd. 
My gracious lord , here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North, Well hast thou spoken , cousin: be it so. 

R, Hen, Ah ! know you not, the city favours them , , 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck? 

Exe, But wl)en the duke is slain , they '11 quickly fly. 

R, Hen, Far be the thought of this from. Henry's heart , 
To mak^e a shambles of the parliament-house ! 
Cousin of Exeter , frowns , words , and threats , 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 

[They advance to the L 
Thou factious duke of York , descend my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet 
I am thy sovereign. 

York, I am thine. 

Exe, For shame ! come down : he made thee duke of Yc 

York, *T was my inheritance , as the earldom was. 

Exe, Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

fFar, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown : 
In following this usurping Henry. 

CUf. Whom should he follow, but his natural king? 

JFar, True , Clifford ; that is Richard , duke of York. 

R. Hen, And shall I stand , and ihou sit in my throne? 

York, It must and shall be so . Content thyself. 

JFar, Be duke of Lancaster: let him be king. 

ff^est. He is both king and duke of Lancaster ; 
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall mdntain. 

//^/i/'. And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget, 
That we are those which chas'd you from ikie ^eVdi , 
^ad slew J our fathers , and with colours spte^id 
Jfiarch V/ through the city to the palace gales. 
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North, Tes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief ; 
And, by his soul , tbou and tby house shall me it. 

^est, Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons, 
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I'll have more UTes, 
Than drops of blood were in my father's reins. 

Clif. Urge it no more; lest that instead of words 
I send thee , Warwick , such a messenger , 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 

fFar, Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worthless threats. 

York. Will you, we show our title to the crown? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. • 

R.Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earlofHalch. 
I am the son of Henry the fifth , 
Who made the Bauphin and the French to stoop , 
And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

^ar. Talk not of France , sith thou hast lost it all. 

R.Hen, The lord protector lost it, and not I: 
When I was crown'd , I was but nine months old. 

Rich. Ton are old enough now, and yet , methinks , you lose. 
Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head. 

Edw» Sweet father, do so: set it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother , [To York .] as thou loVst and honour'st 

arms. 
Let 's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will fly. 

York. Sons, peace! 

R.Ren. Peace thou, and give king Henry leave to speak. 

fTar. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear him, lords; 
And be yon silent and attentive too , 
For he, that interrupts him, shall not live. 

S. Hm. Think'st thou , that I will leave my kingly throne , 
Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat? 
No : first shall war unpeople this my realm ; 
Ay, and ibeir colours — often borne in Frtmce , 
And BOW ia England, to our heart's great sono^ > — 
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Shall be my winding sheet. — Why faint you, lords? 
My title 's good , and better far than his. 

War. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

/if. Hen, Henry the fourth by conquest got the crovn. 

Ywk. 'T was by rebellion against his king. 

K, Hen, I know not what to say : my title 's weak. 
Tell me , may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then? 

R, Hen, An if he may, then am I lawful king ; 
For Richard , in the view of many lords , 
Resigned the crown to Henry the fourth. 
Whose heir my father was , and I am his. 

York, He rose against him , being his sovereign , 
And made him to rSsign his crown perforce. 

War, Suppose, my lords, he did itunconstrain'd, 
Think yon , 't were prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe, No; for he could not so resign his crown , 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

R, Hen, Art thou against us , duke of Exeter? 

Exe, His is the right , and therefore pardon me. 

York, Why whisper you, my lords, and answer not? 

Exe, Jdy conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

R,Hen, All will revolt from me ,* and turn to him. 

North, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'st, 
Think not, that Henry shall be so deposed. 

War, Depos'd he shall be in despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceived : 't is not thy southern power , 
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud , 
Can set the duke up in despite of me. 

Clif, King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 
May that ground gape , and swallow me alive , 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father ! 

R,Heni O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart! 

yorAr. Jfenry of Lancaster , resi^th^ cioTdi. 
Tf^at mutter you, or what conspire "jou , Vii^t 
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IFar. Bo ri^t unto this prineely duke of York , 
Or I will fill the house with anned men, 
And, o'er the chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps , and the Soldiers show thenuelves. 
R.Uen, Hy lord of Warwick, hear but one word. 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York, Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs , 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou llv'st. 

R.Hen, I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

CUf. What wrong is this unto the prince yonr son? 
fF'ar, What good is this to England , and himself? 
ff^esU Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 
Cl\f. How hast thou injur'd both thyself and us ! 
JFest. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
NoHh. Nor I. 

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news. 
West. Farewell, fidnt-hearted and degenerate king, 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York , 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clif. In dreadful war may'st thou be overcome , 
Orliyeiopeace, abandon'd, anddespis'd! 

[J^d^etm^ Northumberland, CjliffobDi and 
Westmoreland. 
War, Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exe, They seek revenge, and therefore wiU not yield. 
R.Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War, Why should you sigh, my lord? 

R.Hen, Not for myself , lord Warwick, butmyson^ 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 
But be it as it may , I here entail 
The crown to thee , and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
lottsse Otis civil war, and, whilst I li\e, 
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And neither by treason, nor hostility, 
To seek to put me down , and reign thyself. 

York. This oath I willingly take , and will perfoi^m. 

[Coming from the Throne. 
IFar, Long live king Henry! — Plantagenet, embrace him. 
K, Hen, And long live thou , and these thy forward sons ! 
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 
Exe, Accurs'd be he , that seeks to make them foes ! 

[Sennet, The Lords come forward. 
York. Farewell, my gracious lord : I '11 to my castle. 
H^ar. And I 'U keep London with my soldiers. 
Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers. 
Mont, And I unto the sea from whence I came. 

[ExeuntXoKti y and his Sons y Warwick, Norfolk, 
Montague, Soldiers, and Attendants. 
K. Hen. And I , with grief and sorrow, to the court. 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen , whose looks bewray her anger : 
I '11 steal away. 

R.Hen. Exeter, so will L [Going. 

Q.Mar, Nay, go not from me; I wiU follow thee. 

R.Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, andlwiUstay. 

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes? 
Ah, wretched man! would I had died a maid , 
And never seen thee , never borne thee son , 
Seeing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thus? 
Hadst thou but lov'd him half so well as I , 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once , 
Or nourished him , as I did with my blood , 
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there , 
Rather than have made that savage duke thine heir. 
And disinherited thine only son. * 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me. 
l/yoa be kiog, why should not I succccd*f 
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R. Hen. Pardon me , Margaret ; — pardon me , sweet son : — 
Hie earl of Warwick, andthedoke, enfore'dme. 

Q.Mar, Enforc'dthee! art thou king, andwiltbeforc'd? 
shame to hear thee speak« Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Ihou hast undone thyself , thy son, and me, 
LDd given unto the house of York such head , 
iS thou shalt reign but by their sufferance, 
'o entaU him and his heirs unto the crown , 
Hiat is it, but to make thy sepulchre , 
nd creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is chancellor , and the lord of Calais ; 
tern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas ; 
he duke is made protector of the realm ; 
nd yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds 
he trembling lamb , environed with wolves. 
:ad I been there , which am a silly woman » 
he soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes , 
efore I would have granted to that act ; 
at thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour : 
.nd seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself, 
oth from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
ntil that act of parliament be repeal'd , 
Hiereby my son is disinherited, 
he northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours , 
ViU foUow mine , if once they see them spread ; 
Old spread they shall be , to thy foul disgrace , 
Jid utter ruin of the house of York. 
*hus do I leave thee. — Come, son, let's away: 
>nr army is ready; come, we '11 after them. 

K,Hen, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me speak. 

Q, Mar, Thou hast spoke too much already : get thee gone 

K.Hen. Gentle son Edward , thou wilt stay with me? 

Q.Mar. Ay, to be murder*!! by his enemies. 

Prince, When I return with victory from the field , 
'11 see your grace; tUlthen, I '11 follow her. 

Q.Mar. Come, son; away! we may nolWu^w ^^J&. 
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JC.Hetu Poor queen! how love to me , and to her son , 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage. 
ReTeng'd may she be on that hateful duke , 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire , 
Will cost my crown , and like an empty eagle 
Tire on the flesh of me, and of my son! 
The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 
I 'U write unto them , and entreat them feir. — 
Come , cousin ; you shall be the messenger. 

Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. [Exeu; 

SCENE II. 
A Room in Sandal Castle , near Wakefield. 

Enter Edward, Richard, and Moi^tague. 
Rich, Brother, though I be youngest, givemeleaye. 
Edw, No ; I can better play the orator. 
Mont, But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

York, Why, how now, sons and brother! at a strife? 
What is your quarrel? how began it first? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York, About what? 

Ric/u About that which concerns your grace, and us; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York, Mine, boy? not till king Henry be dead. 

Rich, Your right depends not on his life, or death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe , 
It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York, I took an oath that he should quietly reign. 

Edw, But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 
I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich, No; God forbid, your grace should be forsworn. 

York, I shall be, ifl claim by open war. 
J9/^A I 'Jiprove the contrary, ifyou'U hear me speak. 
I^M. Tbou canst not f son: itisimpossVblfc. 
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Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
ore a true and lawful magistrate , 
It hath authority over him that swears : 
nry had none, but did nsnrp the place ; 
en , seeing 't was he that made you to depose , 
iiroath, my lord, is Tain and frivolous, 
erefore, to arms. And, father, do but think, 
w sweet a thing it is to wear a crown , 
ithin whose circuit is Elysium , 
d an that poets feign of bliss and joy. 
iiy do we linger thus? I cannot rest , 
til the whito rose , that I wear, be dyed 
en in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 
York. Richard, enough: I will be king, or die. — 
3ther, thou shalt to London presently, 
d whet on Warwick to this enterprise. — 
ou, Richard, shalt to the duke of Norfolk, 
d toll him privily of our intent. — 
u, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham , 
ith whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise : 
them I trust ; for they are soldiers , 
itty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 
tiile you are thus employed , what resteth more , 
it that I seek occasion how to rise , 
id yet the king not privy to my drift , 
T any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Mes$enger. 

it, stay. — What news? Why com'st thou in such post? 

Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls and lords » 
tend here to besiege you in your castle. 
le is hard by with twenty thousand men , 
id therefore fortify your hold , my lord. 

York. Ay, with my sword. What I thhik'st thou, that we 

fear them? — 
Iward and JUcbard, you shall stay with mt\ 
brother Montague shall post to LondOQ. 

W 
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Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest, 
Whom we have left protectors of the king , 
With powerful policy strengthen themselves , 
And trust not simple Henry , nor his oaths. 

Mont, Brother, I go; I '11 win them, fear it not: 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Morti3(er. 

York, Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer , mine uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege tis. 

Sir John, She shall not need , we '11 meet her in the field. 

York. What, with five thousand men? 

Rich. Ay, with five hutidred , father, for a need. 
A woman 's general ; what should we fear? [A March qfar qff» 

Edw. I hear their drums : let 's set our men in order , 
And issue forth , and bid them battle straight. 

York. Five men to twenty ! — though the odds be great , 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
Many a battle have I won in France , 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why should I not now have the like success? [Alarum. Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alarums: Excursions, ^n/er Rutland, and his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah! whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands? 
Ah, tutor! look, where bloody CllfTord comes. 

Enter Clifford , and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away: thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke , 
Whose fiither slew my father, he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

dif. Soldiers, away with him. 
yi^' Ab, CUffordl murder not V\us\\moce;fi\i^\)SL^^ 
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Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

lExit, forced off by Soldien. 

Clif. How now! is he dead abready? Or, is it fear, 
That makes him close his eyes? — 1 11 open them. 

Rut, So looks the pent-np lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his derouring paws : 
And so he walks , insulting o'er his prey , 
And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder. — 
Ah, gentle Clifford! kill me with thy sword , 
And not with such a cruel threatening look. 
Sweet Clifford ! hear me speak before I die : 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath ; 
Be thou reveng'd on men , and let me liTje. 

C/f/. In Tain thou speak'st, poor boy: my father's blood 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words should enter. 

Rut. Then let my father's blood open it again : 
He is a man , and , Clifford , cope with him. 

C/(A Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and thine, 
Were not revenge sufficient for me/ 
No ; if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves , 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains , 
It could not slake mine ire , nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 
And tin I root out their accursed line , 
And leave not one alive , I live in hell. 
Therefore — 

Rut, O! let me pray before I take my death. — 
To thee I pray: sweet Clifford , pity me! 

Clif, Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 

Rut. I never did thee harm: why wilt thou slay me? 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But 't was ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one son , for his sake pity me , 
Lest, in revenge thereof , sithGodisjust, 
He be as miserably slaia as I. 
AM/ Jet we live id prison all my days , 
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And when I give occasion of offence , 

Then let me die , for now thoa hast no cause. 

Clif. No cause? 
Thy father slew my father : therefore, die. [Clifford $tals hinu 

Rut, Diifacianty laudft summa sit ista tticB I [DieSm 

Clif. Plantagenet! I come , Plantagenet ! 
And this thy son's blood cleaving to my blade , 
Shall rust upon my weapon , till thy blood 
Congeal'd with this do make me wipe off both. {Exit* 

SCENE IV. 
The Same. 

Alarum. Enter York. 

York, The army of the queen hath got the field : 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turnback, and fly like ships before the wind. 
Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons — God knows , what hath bechanced them , 
But this I know , — they have demean'd themselves 
Like men born to renown by life or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me , 
And thrice cried , — *■*■ Courage , father ! fight it out : " 
And full as oft came Edward to my side , 
With purple falchion , painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encountered him : 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire , 
Richard cried , — '* Charge ! and give no foot of ground ! " 
And cried , — '* A crown , or else a glorious tomb ! 
A sceptre , or an earthly sepulchre ! " 
With this, we charg'd again ; but, out alas I 
We bodg'd again : as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide , 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

\A ihort Alarum within. 
Ab, hark! i!&e /ktai followers do pursue ^ 
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And I am faint , and cannot fly their fury ; 
And , were I strong, I would not shun their ftiry* 
The sands are number'd , that make up my life ; 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen BiARGARET , Clifford , Northumbbrlasd , and 

Soldiers. 

Come , bloody Clifford , — rough Northumberland , — 
I dare your quenchless fury to more rage. 
I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plautagenet. 
Clif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm 
With downright payment showed unto my father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all ; 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven , 
Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not? — what ! multitudes , and fear? 

Clif, So cowards fight when they can fly no fiirther ; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves , all hopeless of their lives , 
Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 

York, O, Clifford! but bethink thee once again , 
And in thy thought o'er-run my former time ; 
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue , that slanders him with cowardice y 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Cl{f, I will not bandy with thee word for word , 
But buckle with thee blows , twice two for one. 

Q,Mar, Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand causes 
I would prolong awhile the traitor's life. — 
Wfath makes him deaf : speak thou, Northumberland. 

North, Hold, Clifford! do not honour him so much 
To prick tbj BDger, though to wound his heaxl : 
Wiatralowwereit, vrhenacur doth (^a, 
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For one to thrust his hand between his teeth , 
When he might spurn him with his foot away? 
It is war's prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York , who strugi 

Clif'. Ay, ay; so strives the woodcock with the gin. 

North, So doth the coney struggle in the net. 

[York is taken priso 

York, So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty ; 
So true men yield, with robbers so o'er-match'd. 

North, What would your grace have done unto him now? 

Q, Mar, Brave warriors , Clifford and Northumberland , 
Come , make him stand upon this molehill here , 
That raught at mountains with outstretched arms , 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. — 
What! was it you, that would be England's king? 
Was't you that revell'd in our parliament , 
And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now? 
The wanton Edward , and the lusty George ^ 
And where 's that valiant crook-back prodigy*, 
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice , 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 
Or, with the rest , whejpe is your darling Rtilland? 
Look , York : I stain'd^ this napkin wiUi the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point 
Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 
And, ifthine eyes can water for his death, 
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
Alas, poorYdrk! but that I hate thee deadly, 
I should lament thy miserable state. 
Ipr'ythee, grieve to make me merry, York: 
What, hath thy Gery heart so parch'd thine entrails, - 
That not a tear can foil for Rutland's death? 
Why art thou patient man? thou should'st be mad ; 
And I , to make thee mad , do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rare, and fret, thatlma^sin^QixydL^vcL^. 
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nioa would'st be fee'd , I see, to make me sport : 
fork cannot speak, miless he wear a crown. — 
L crown for York! — and, lords, bow low to him. — 
fold you his hands , whilst I do set it on. — 

[Ptitttng a paper Crown on his Head. 
Lj, marry, Sir, now looks he like a king. 
Ly , this is he that took king Henry's chair ; 
Lnd this is he was his adopted heir. — 
(at how is it, that great Plantagenet 
s crown'd so soon , and broke his solemn oath ? 
is I bethink me , you shonld not be king, 
rill our king Henry had shook hands with death. 
ind will yon pale your head in Henry's glory, 
knd rob his temples of the diadem , 
^ow in his life , against your holy oath? 
3 ! 't is a fault too , too unpardonable. — 
Off with the crown; and, with the crown , his head! 
kikd whilst we breathe take time to do him dead. 

Clif. That is my office, for my lather's sake. 

Q,Mar, Nay, stay; let 's hear the orisons he makes. 

Ymrk. She-wolf of France , but worse than wolves of France ; 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth , 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex , 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 
Upon their woes whom fbrtnne captivates? 
But that thy fkce is, visor-like, unchanging. 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds , 
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
To tell thee whence thou cam'st , ofwhomderiv'd, 
Were shame enough to shame thee , wert thou not shameless. 
Thy lather bears the type of king of Naples , 
Of both the Sicils , an Jerusalem , 
Tet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen; 
Unlfisff tite adage must be veriBed , 
natlH^gars mounted nn fhefr horse to death. 
IT. VI 
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'T is beauty that doth oft make women prond ; 

But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small. 

'T is virtue that doth make them most admir'd ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at. 

'T is government that makes them seem divine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as opposite to every good , 

As the Antipodes are unto us , 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O, tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 

How could'st thou drain the life-blood of the child , 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal , 

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

Bid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish: 

Would'st have me weep ? why , now thou hast thy wiU . 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers , 

And, when the rage allays , the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies , 

And every drop cries vengeance for his death , 

'Gainst.thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false Frenchwoman. 

North, Beshrewme, but his passions move me so , 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch'd , would not have stain'd with blood ; 
But you are more inhuman , more inexorable , 
O! ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthless queen , a hapless father's tears: 
This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy. 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin , and go boast of this ; 
And if thou tell'st the heavy story right , 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Tea , even my foes will shed fast-falling tears , 
And say, — "Alas ! it was apileo\is dte^" — 
There, take the crown ^ andmtXi\lie«o^um^t\ttSfc, 
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ind in thy need snch comfort come to thee , 
Ks now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! — 
Bard-4iearted Clifford , take me from the world ; 
Uj sonl to heaven , my blood npon yonr heads ! 

North, Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 
I should not, for my life, but weep with him, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q,Mar, What! weepiog-ripe, my lord Northumberiand? 
Dunk but npon the wrong he did us all , 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
C/{f. Here 's for my oath ; here 's for my father's death. 

[Stabbing him 
Q, Mar. And here 's to right our gentie-hearted king. 

[Stabbing him. 
York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 
Vy soul flies through these wounds to seek out thee. {Dies. 

Q, Mar. Off with his head , and set it on York gates : 
So York may overlook the town of York. [FlourUh. Exeunt. 

ACT II. SCENE 1. 
A Plain near Mortimer's Cross in Herefordshire. 

A March, ^^ra^er Edward, on^ Richard, with their Power. 

Edw, I wonder, how our princely £aither 'scap'd ; 
Or whether he be 'scap'd away , or no , 
from Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit. 
Had he been ta'en , we should have heaird the news ; 
Had he been slain , we should have heard the news ; 
Orhadhescap'd, methinks, we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. — 
How £ures my brother? why is he so sad? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
I saw him in the battle range about, 
And waUh'dhim how he singled Clifford forlb. 
Methou^t, beboreiamia the thickest troop , 



of. 
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Rich. Say, how he died, for I will hear it aU. 

Mest, Enyironed he was with Many foes ; 
i^d stood against them , as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks , that would have enter'd Troy. 
Bat Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 
And many strokes , thongh with a little axe , 
Hew down , and fell the hardest-timber'd oak. 
By many hands your father was sohdu'd ; 
Bat only slaughtered by the ireful arm 
Of anrelenting Clifford, and the queen, 
Who crown'd the gracious duke in high despite ; 
Laog^'d in his &ce ; and, when with grief he wept, 
The ruthless queen gave him , to dry his cheeks, 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland , by rough Clifford slain : 
And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 
Thej took his head , and on the gates of York 
Ihej set the same ; and there it doth remain , 
The saddest spectacle that e'er I view'd. 

Edw, Sweet duke of York ! our prop to lean upon , 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff , no stay. 
Clifford! boisterous Clifford ! thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 
And treacherously hast thou vanquished him , 
For hand to hand he would have vanquished thee. 
Now, my soul's palace is become a prison : 
Ah! would she break from hence , that this my body 
Mi(^t in the ground be closed up in rest , 
For never henceforth shall I joy again ; 
Never, 0! never, shall I see more joy. 

Rich, I cannot weep , for all my body's moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart ; 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden ^ 
For self-same wind, that I should speak witlbal ^ 
bkiadliDg coals that fine aJl my breast , 
4ff^^nm me op with flames that tears ^ordd qji^TicYi. 
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Tears , then , for babes ; blows , and revenge , for me ! — 
Richard, I bear thy name ; IHlvengethydeath, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw, His name that valiant doke hath left with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird , 
Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 
For chair and dukedom , throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine , or else thou wert not his. 

March, Enter Warwick and Montague , ttnth their Am* 

War. How now, fair lords! What fare? what news abrc 
Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should recount 
Our baleful news , and at each word's deliverance , 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told , 
The words would add more anguish than the wounds. 

0, valiant lord! the duke ofYork is slain. 

Edw. 0, Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his soul's redemption , 
Is by the stem lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in tears ; 
And now , to add more measure to your woes , 
I come to tell you things sith then befallen. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought , 
Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp , 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run. 
Were brought me of your loss , and his depart. 

1, then in London , keeper of the king, 
Muster'd my soldiers , gather'd flocks of friends , 
March'd towards Saint Alban's to intercept the queen , 
Bearing the king in my behalf along ; 

For by my scouts I was advertised , 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament, 
Touching king Henry's oath , and your succession. 
Short tale to make , — we at Saint Albui's mel; 
Our battles joia'd, and both sides ^eTceVi toT)L^X> 
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Bat, whether *i was the coldness of the king, 
Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen , 
That robb'd my soldiers of their heated spleen , 
Or whether 'twas report of her success , 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour , 
Who thunders to his captives blood and death , 
I cannot judge ; but , to conclude with truth , 
Their weapons like to Ughtning came and went : 
Our soldiers' — like the night-owl's lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail , — 
Fell gently down , as if they struck their friends. 
I eheer'd them up with justice of our cause , 
With promise of high pay, and great rewards , 
Bat all in vain ; they had no heart to fight , 
And we in them no hope to win the day ; 
So that we fled : the king unto the queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself, 
In haste , post-haste , are come to join with you ; 
For in the marches here , we heard, you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edw, Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

ff^ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the soldiers ; 
And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt , duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. 'T was odds , belike , when valiant Warwick fled : 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 

ff^ar. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear; 
For thou shalt know , this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head , 
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist , 
Were he as famous , and as bold in war , 
As he is fiim'd for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

Rich, I know it well , lord Warwick ; YAaxcifi m^TkSA»\ 
*T is love, I bear tby glories , makes me speak* 
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But, in this troublous time, what 's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel , 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns , 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 
If for the last, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 

JFar, Why , therefore Warwick came to seek you out. 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen , 
With Clifford , and the haught Northumberland , 
And of their feather many more proud birds , 
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession , 
His oath enrolled in Uie parliament ; 
And now to London all the crew are gone , 
To frustrate both his oath , and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster : 
Their.power, I think, is thirty thousand strong. 
Now, if the help of Norfolk; and myself, 
With all the friends that thou , brave earl of March , 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure , 
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand. 
Why, Fial to London will we march amain , 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds , 
And once again cry — Charge ! upon our foes ! 
But never once again turn back , and fly. 

Rich, Ay, now, methinks, I hear great Warwick speak. 
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day. 
That cries — ReUre , if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw» Lord Warwick , on thy shoulder will I lean ; 
And when thou fail'st, (as God forbid the hour ! ) 
Must Edward fall , which peril heaven forefend ! 

fFar, No longer earl of March, but duke of York: 
The next degree is , England's royal throne ; 
For king of England shalt thou be proclaimed 
Hf everjr borough as we pass along ; 

"Ik. 



/ 
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And he that throws not up his cap for joy, 
Shall for the fsnii make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward , — yaliant Richard , — Montague , — 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown , 
But sound the trumpets , and about our task. 

Rich. Then , Clifford , were thy heart as hard as steel , 
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds , 
I come to pierce it , or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up, drums! — God, and Saint George 

for us ! 

Eriier a Messenger. 

ff^ar. How now! what news? 

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me , 
The queen is coming with a puissant host, 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 

ff^ar. Why then it sorts : brave warriors , let's away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Before York. 

Flourish. Enter Ring Rethry , j^ueen Margaret , the Prine* 
0/ Wales, Clifford, antif Northumberland , with drums 
and trumpets. 

Q.Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York. 
Yonder 's the head of that arch-enemy, 
That sought to be encompass'd with your crown : 
Doth not the object cheer your heart , my lord? 

R.Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their wreck : 
To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 
Withhold revenge , dear God! H is not my fiiult ; 
Not wittingly have I infringed my vow. 

Clif. My gracious liege , this too much lenity 
And harmful pity , must be laid aside. 
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 
Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose band is that the forest bear doth lick! 
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Not his that spoils her young before her face. 

Who 'scapes the lurking serpent's mortal sting? 

Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn , being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood. 

Ambitious York did level at thy crown ; 

Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows : 

He , but a duke , would have his son a king , 

And raise his issue like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a king, bless'd with a goodly son , 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him , 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 

Unreasonable creatures feed their young ; 

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes , 

Yet , in protection of their tender ones , 

Who hath not seen them , even with those wings 

Which sometime they have us'd with fearful fliglit » 

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nest, 

Offering their own lives in their young's defence? 

For shame, my liege! make them your precedent. 

Were it not pity , that this goodly boy 

Should lose his birthright by his father's fault, 

And long hereafter say unto his child , — 

'* What my great-grandfather and grandsire got. 

My careless father fondly gave away." 

Ah! what a shame were this. Look on the boy ; 

And let his manly face , which promiseth 

Successful fortune , steel thy melting heart 

To hold thine own , and leave thine own with him. 

K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator , 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear. 
That things ill got had ever bad success? 
And happy always was it for that son , 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 
I 'JI leave my son my virtuous deeds behind , 
And would , my father had left me no mo\^ \ 
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« 

For all the rest is held at sach a rate , 

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep , 

Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did know, 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits: our foes are nigh, 
And this soft courage makes your followers &int. 
Tou promised knighthood to our forward son : 
Unsheath your sword, and dub him presently. — 
Edward, kneel down. 

K, Hen, Edward Plantagenet , arise a knight ; 
And learn this lesson , — Draw thy sword in right. 

Prince, My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
1 11 draw it as apparent to the crown , 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clif, Why, that is spoken like a toward prince. 

Enter a Messenger • 

Mess, Royal commanders , be in readiness : 
For, with a band of thirty thousand men, 
Comes Warwick , backing of the duke of York ; 
And , in the towns as they do march along , 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him. 
Darraign your battle , for they are at hand. 

Clif, I would, your highness would depart the field : 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q, Mar, Ay , good my lord , and leave us to our fortune. 

K.Hen. Why, that 's my fortune too ; therefore I *11 stay. 

North, Be it with resolution , then, to fight. 

Prince, My royal father , cheer these noble lords , 
And hearten those that fight in your defence. 
Unsheath your sword, good father: cry, "Saint George!" 

March, Enter EnwARn , Gborgk , Richard , Warwick , Nor- 
folk, Montague, and Soldiers, 
Edw, Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace. 
And set thy diadem upon mj head , 
OrJf/de the mortal fortune of the field? 
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Q,Mar. Go, rate thy minions , proud insulting boy : 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms , 
Before thy sovereign , and thy lawful king? 

Edv), I am his king, and he should bow his knee : 
I was adopted heir by his consent; 
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear. 
You, that are king, thou^ he do wear the crown , 
Have caus'd him , by new act of parliament , 
To blot out me , and put his own son in. 

Cl\f. And reason too : 
Who should succeed the father , but the son? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher? — 0! I cannot speak. 

CUf. Ay, crook-back; here I stand, to answer thee , 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Rich, 'T was you that kiU'd young Rutland , was it not? 

Cl\f, Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Rich, For God's sake , lords, give signal to the fight. 

fFar. What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the crown? 

Q,Mar. Why, how now, long-tongu'd Warwick ! dare you 

speak? 
When you and I met at Saint Alban's last , 
Your legs did better service than your hands. 

H^ar, Then 't was my turn to fly , and now 't is thine. 

CUf* You said so much before , and yet you fled. 

tFar, "T was not your valour , Clifford, drove me thence. 

North. No, nor your manhood , that durst make you stay. 

Rich, Northumberland, I hold thee reverently. 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford , that cruel child-killer. 

Clif, Islewthyfiither: call'st thou him a child? 

Rich, Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous coward. 
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But ere sun-set I 'U make thee curse the deed. 

K,Hen, Have done with words, my lords, and hear me 

speak. 
jff.Jfar. De/y them then, or e\se\io\^c\Q^^^^>2>.^^. 
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K.Hen. Ipr'ytiiee, gire no limits to my tongae : 
I am a king , and privileged to speak. 

Clif, My liege, the would, tluit bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be cur'd by words ; therefore be stilL 

Rich, Then, executioner, onsheath thy sword. 
By bim that ntiade us all , I am resolv'd , 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw, Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no? 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day. 
That ne'er shall dine , unless thou yield the erown. 

War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy head; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 

Prince. Ifthat be right, which Warwick says is right , 
There is no wrong , but every thing is right. 

Rich, Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands ; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue. 

Q,Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire , nor dam; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic , 
Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided. 
As venom toads , or lizards' dreadful stings. 

Rich, Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt. 
Whose ikther bears the title of a king , 
(As if a channel should be call'd the sea) 
Sham'st thou not , knowing whence thou art extraught , 
To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart? 

Edw, A wisp of straw were worth a thousand trowns, 
To make this shameless callat know herself^ — 
Helen of Greece was fairer hr than thou , 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that fsdse woman , as this king by thee. 
His father revell'd in the heart of France , 
And tam'd the king , and made the Dauphin stoop ; 
And, had he match'd according to his state , 
He might have kept that glory to this day ; 
But, when he took a beggar to his bed , 
Aodgrae'd thy poor sire with his bridal day , 
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Eyen then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him , 
That wash'd liis lather's fortunes forth of France « 
And heap'd sedition on lus erown at home. 
For what hath broach'd this tumult , but thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek , our title still had slqpt , 
And we, in pity of the gentle long. 
Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring , 
And that thy summer bred us no increase , 
We set the axe to thy usurping root : 
And thouc^ the edge hath something hit ourselyes , 
Yet, know thou, since we haye begun to strike. 
We '11 neyer leave , till we have hewn thee down , 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this resolution I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference , 
Since thou deniedst the gentle king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours ware , 
And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q.Mar, Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we 'U no longer stay : 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. [Ea 

SCENE HI. 
A Field of Battle near Towton. 

Alarunu: ExeursUnu. Enter Warwick. 

fFar, Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe ; 
For strokes received , and many blows repaid , 
Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their strength , 
And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edward , running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven , or strike, ungentle deatl 
For this world frowns , and Edward's sun is clc^udftd. 
^^^. How BOW f mylordl 'qvbal\i«^t ^Y^Wiavfe^X.^ 
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Enter George. 

Geo, Our hap is loss, our hope bat sad despair: 
Oorranks are broke , and ruin follows us. 
Wiat counsel give you? whither shall we fly? 

Edw. Bootless is flight; they follow us with wings , 
And weak we are , and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich, Ah , Warwick ! why hast thou withdrawn thyself ? 
Illy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk , 
Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford's lance ; 
And , in the very pangs of death he cried , 
like to a dismal clangor heard from far , 
"Warwick, revenge! brother, revenge my death!" 
So , underneath the belly of their steeds , 
That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood , 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

JFar, Then let the earth be drunken with our blood : 
ril kill my horse , because I will not fly. 
. Why stand we like soft-hearted women here , 
Wailing our losses , whiles the foe doth rage , 
4nd look upon , as if the tragedy 
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above , 
I '11 never pause again , never stand still , 
Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mine , 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw, Warwick ! I do bend my knee with thine ; 
And in this vow do chain my soul to thine. 
And , ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face , 
I throw my hands , mine eyes, my heart to thee , 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ; 
Beseeching thee , — if with thy will it stands , 
That to my foes this body niust be prey, — 
Yet that ibj brazen gates ofbeayen may ope , 
Mid give sweet passage to mj sinful sold. — 
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Now, lords, take leave unttt we meet again , 

Where'er it be, in heaven, or in earth. 

Rich. Brother , give me thy hand ; — and , gentle War 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms. 

I, that did never weep , now melt with woe , 

That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 

fTar. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, farewc 
Geo, Yet let us all together to our troops , 

And give them leave to fly that will not stay. 

And call them pillars that will stand to us ; 

And if we thrive promise them such rewards 

As victors wear at the Olympian games. 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 

For yet is hope of life , and victory. — 

Foreslow no longer; make we hence amain. [Ei 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. Another part of the Field. 

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone. 
Suppose , this arm is for the duke of York , 
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge , 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone. 
This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York , 
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here '9 the heart that triumphs in their death , 
And cheers these hands , that slew thy sire and brother , 
To execute the like upon thyself; 
And so, have at thee. 

iThey fight. Warwick enters; Cliffori 

Rich, Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase ; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 

[Ei 
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SCENE V. 

Another Part of the Held. 

Alarum, Enter King Hkmrt. 

. This battle fares like to the momiog^s war , 

ig clouds contend with growing light ; 

the shepherd , blowing of his nails , 

r call it perfect day , nor night. 

it this way, like a mighty sea , 

he tide to combat with the wind : 

it that way , like the self-same sea 

;tire by fury of the wind : 

the flood prevails ; and then, the wind; 
he better, then, another best; 
ig to be victors, breast to breast, 
conqueror, nor conquered : 
[ual poise of this fell war. 
his molehiU , will I sit me down, 
rod will, there be the victory; 
et my queen, and Clifford too , 
ne from the battle , swearing both , 
er best of all when I am thence. 
ire dead ! if God's good will were so ; 
in this world but grief and woe? 
;thinks , it were a happy life , 
;tter than a homely swain ; 

a hill, as I do now, 
it dials quaintly , point by point , 
see the minutes how they run : 
make Uie hour full complete , 
hours bring about the day , 
days will finish up the year , 
years a mortal man may live. 
is known , then to divide the times : 
inrs must I tend my flock ; 
nrs must I take my rest ; 
ITS must I contempkte ; 



34 THIRD PART OF 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, months and years , 

Pass'd oyer to the end they were created , 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet! how lovely! 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

To shepherds looking on their silly sheep , 

Than doth a rich embroidered canopy 

To kings that fear their subjects' treachery? 

O! yes it doth; a thousand fold it doth. 

And to conclude , — the shepherd's homely curds , 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle , 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade ^ 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys , 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates , 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup , 

His body couched in a curious bed , 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

Alarum, Enter a Son that hath killed his Father , Ufith the 

Body. 

Son, 111 blows the wind that profits no body. 
This man whom hand to hand I slew in fight , 
May be possessed with some store of crowns : 
And I , that haply take them from him now , 
May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To some man else , as this dead man doth me. — 
Who 's this? ~ God ! it is my father's face , 
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd. 
heavy times, begetting such events! 
From London by the king was I press'd forth : 
Mj father, being the earl of Warwick's man. 
Came on the part of York , press* d Yi^ YAs ins^s^xx \ 
And I, who at bis hands recm*d m^ A^« ^ 
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Haye by my hands of life bereaved him. — 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did; — 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee. — 
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks , 
And no more words , till they haye flow'd their fill. 

K. Hen. piteous spectacle ! bloody times \ 
Whiles lions war , and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, I '11 aid thee, tear for tear; 
And let our hearts , and eyes, like ciyil war. 
Be blind with tears , and break o'ercharg'd with grief. 

Enier a Father, who has killed his Son, with the Body in 

his arms, 

Fath, Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me , 
Giye me thy gold , if thou hast any gold , 
Fori haye bought it with an hundred blows. — 
Bat let me see : — is this our foeman's face? 
Ah, no, no, no! it is mine only son ! — 
Ah, boy! ifany life be left in thee. 
Throw up thine eye : see, see, what showers arise ,. 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart ^ 
Upon thy wounds , that kill mine eye and heart ! — 
, pity , Crod , this miserable age ! — 
\Vhat stratagems , how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural , 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! — 
Oboy! thy father gave thee life too soon. 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

K.Hen. Woe above woe! griefmorethan common grief! 
0, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds! — 
^» Pi^» pity! gentle heaven , pity! — 
The red rose and the white are on his face , 
The fatal colours of our striving houses : 
The one his purple blood right well resembles , 
Jie other bis pale cheeks, methinks, prcscnielYi-, 
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Wither one rose , and let the other flourish ! 
If you contend , a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a lather's death. 
Take on with me , and ne'er be satisfied? 

Fat/u How will my wife , for slaughter of my son. 
Shed seas of tears , and ne'er be satisfied? 

K, Hen, How will the country , for these woful chances , 
Misthink the king , and not be satisfied? 

Son. Was ever son so rued a father's death ? 

Path, Was ever father so bemoan'd a son? 

K. Hen. Was ever king so griev'd for subjects' woe? 
Much is your sorrow ; mine , ten times so much. 

Son* I '11 bear thee hence , where I may weep my fill. 

[Exit with the Body* 

Path. These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre , 
For firom my heart thine image ne'er shall go. 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 
. And so obsequious will thy father be , 
Man, for the loss of thee, having no more , 
As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 
I '11 bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will , 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 

[Exit, with the Bodif. 

K, Hen, Sad-hearted men , much overgone with care , 
Here sits a king more woful than you are. 

Alarum: Excursions, Enter Queen MA^neAJRUT , Prince qf 

Wales, andExETEH, 

Prince, Fly, father, fly! for all your friends are fled , 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull. 
Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mar, Mount you, my lord: towards Berwick post 

amain. 
Edward and Richard , like a brace of greyhounds , 
Having the fearful Hjiag hare in sight , 
With Gery eyes, sparkling for very ^atki. 
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And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireftii hands , 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away! for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay , stay not to expostulate ; make speed , 
Or else come after: I '11 away before. 

K.Heru Nay, take me with thee , good sweet Eieter: 
Not that I fear to stay , but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward! away! [E»9uni, 

SCENE VI. 

The Same. 

A loud Alarum, ^n^er Clifford , wotmded. 

Clif, Here bums my candle out ; ay, here it dies, 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow , 
More than my body's parting with my soul. 
Hylove, and fear, glued many friends to thee ; 
And now I fall thy tough commixtures melt , 
Impairing Henry , strengthening mis-proud York. 
The common people swarm like summer flies ; 
And whither fly the gnats , but to the sun ? 

And who shines now but Henry's enemies ? 

nioebus ! hadst thou never given consent 

That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds , 

Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth ; 

And, Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings should do, 

Or as thy father, and his father, did. 

Giving no ground unto'the house of York, 

Ihey never, then, had sprung like summer flies ; 

1, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 
And thou this dSaiy hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold but too much lenity? 

Bootless^ are plaints , and cureless are m^ woun^. 

J\fo wax ^ ^J$ oor strength to hold out fti^l •. 



•^il 
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The foe is merciless , and will not pity ; 

For at their hands I have deserv'd no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds , 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint. — 

Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest; 

I stabb'd your fathers' bosoms , split my breast. [He faints. 

Alarum and Retreat. Enter Eovtakd^ Gborge, Richard, 
Montagus , Warwick , and Soldiers, 

Edw, Now breathe we , lords: good fortune bids us pause. 
And smoodi the frowns of war with peaceful looks. — 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen , 
That led calm Henry , though he were a king , 
As doth a sail , fill'd with a fretting gust , 
Command an argosy to stem the waves. 
Rut think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them? 

fFar. No, 't is impossible he should escape ; 
For, though before his face I speak the words , 
Tour brother Richard mark'd him for the grave , 
And wheresoever he is , he 's surely dead. 

[Clifford gromis and dies. 

Rich . Whose soul is that which takes her heavy leave ? 
A deadly groan, like life and death's departing: 
See who it is. 

Edw, And, now the battle 's ended , 

If friend, or foe, let him be gently used. 

Rich, Revoke that doom of mercy, for 't is Clifford ; 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth , 
Rut set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring ; 
I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 

W^ar, From off the gates of York fetch down the head , 
Your father's head , which CUfford placed there ; 
Instead whereof, let this supply the room : 
Measure for measare must be answered. 

JS'ifuf, Bring forth that fatal scteecYi-OTA. Vq wk Vw&^ ^ 
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That notluDg sang but death to us and ours : 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound , 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

[Attendant* bring the Body forward. 

War, I think his understanding is bereft. — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee? — 
Bark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life , 
And he nor sees , nor hears us, what we say. 

Rich, 0, would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth: 
T is but h^policy to counterfeit , 
Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
'Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo, If sothouthink'st, vex him with eager words. 



Rich, Clifford 
Edw. Clifford 
War. CUfford 



ask mercy , and obtain no grace, 
repent in bootless penitence, 
devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo, While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 

Rich, Thou didst love York , and I am son to York. 

Edw, Thou pitiedst Rutland , I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where 's captain Margaret to fence you now? 

fFar. They mock thee , Clifford: swear as thou wast wont. 

Rich, What ! not an oath ? nay then , the world goes hard , 
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath. — 
1 know by that, he's dead; and, by my soul. 
If this ri^t hand would buy two hours' life , 
That I in all despite might rail at him , 
This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing blood 
Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

fFar. Ay, but he's dead. Offwlth the traitor's head ^ 
And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march , 
There to be crowned England's royal king. 
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France , 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen. 
So shtilt thoa sinew both these lands togethet ; 
And, barmg France tby friend , thou shall nol ^t%!^. 
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The scattered foe that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt , 

Tet look to haye them buz , to offend thine ears. 

First, will I see the coronation. 

And then to Brittany I '11 cross the sea , 

To effect this marriage , so it please my lord. 

Edw, Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be; 
For in thy shoulder do I build my seat , 
And never will I undertake the thing , 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — % 
Richard , I will create thee duke of Gloster ; — 
And George, of Clarence: — Warwick, asonrself. 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 

Rich. Letmebe duke of Clarence, George of Gloster, 
For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous. 

fTar, Tut! that 's a foolish observation : 
Richard, be duke of Gloster. Now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 
A Chace in the North of England. 

Enter Ttvo Keepers , with Cross-hows in their Hands. 

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we '11 shroud our-* 

selves ; 
For through this lawn anon the deer will come , 
And in this covert will we make our stand , 
Culling the principal of all Uie deer. 

% Keep. I '11 stay above the hill , so both may shoot. 

1 Keep. That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow 
Will scare the herd , and so my shoot is lost. 
Here stand we both , and aim we at the best : 
And , for the time shall not seem tedious , 
1 11 tell thee what befel me on a day, 
fa ibis self-place where now we mean to stand. 
2Aeep, JETere comes a man , let's sta^tWW^\i^\^^^V. 



KING HENRT VL 41 

Enter Ring Heurt , dUguUed, with a Prayer-book, 
K. Hen, From Scotland tm I stol'n , even of pore loYe, 
To greel mine own land with my wilful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine; 
Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrong from thee , 
Thy balm wash'd off wherewith thon wast anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Cssar now. 
No humble snitors press to speak for right , 
No , not a man comes for redress of thee , 
Tor how can I help them , and not myself? 

1 Feep, Ay , here 's a deer whose skin 's a keeper's fee. 
This is the quondam king : let 's seize npon him. 

K. Hen, Let me embrace Uie sonr adyersaries ; 
For wise men say , it is the wisest course. 

2 Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 
IReep, Forbear a while ; we '11 hear a little more. 

K, Hen, My queen and son are gone to France for aid ; 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone , to crave the French king's sister 
To wife for Edward. If this news be true , 
Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost; 
For Warwick is a subtle orator. 
And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him , 
For she 's a woman to be pitied much : 
Her sighs will make a battery in his breast. 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn , 
And Nero will be tainted with remorse , 
To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 
Ay, but sh/B 's come to beg ; Warwick, to give: 
She on his left side craving aid for Henry, 
He on his right asking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps , and says — her Henry is depos'd ; 
He smiles , and says — his Edward is installed ; 
Ihatshe, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more. 
Whiles Warwick tells bis title , smooths \\ie ^^Qii% ^ 
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Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 
And, in conclusion , wins the king from her » 
With promise of his sister, and what else , 
To strengthen and support king Edward's place. 
Margaret! thus 'twill be; and thou, poor soul, 
Art then forsaken , as thou went'st forlorn. 

%Keep, Say, what art thou talkestofkings and queens? 

H,ffen, More than I seem , and less than I was bora to : 
A man at least , for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings , and why not I ? 

^Reep* Ay, butthoutalk'stasifthouwertaking. 

K,Hm* Why, so I am, in mind; and that 's enough. 

%Keep, But, ifthoubeaking, where is thy crown? 

R.Hen, My crown is in my heart , not on my head; 
Not deck'd with diamonds , and Indian stones , 
Nor to be seen: my crown is called , content; 
A crown it is , that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep. Well , if you be a king crown'd with content , 
Your crown, content, and you, must be contented 
To go along with us ; for, as we think, 
Tou are the king , king Edward hath deposed ; 
And we his subjects , swora in all allegiance , 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K, Hen. But did you never swear , and break an oath? 

%Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will not now. 

R. Hen. Where did you dwell , when I was king of England? 

%Keep. Here in this country, where we now remain. 

R, Hen. I was anointed king at nine months old , 
My father and my grandfather , were kings , 
And you were swora trae subjects unto me ; 
And tell me, then, hare you not broke your oaths? . 

1 Reep, No ; 
For we were subjects , but while you were king. 

, R. Hen, Wliy , am I dead? do I not breathe a man? 
Ah, simple men! you know not what you swear. 
Look , as I blow this feather from my foce , 
And as the air blows it to me again , 
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g with my wind when I do blow, 

elding to another when it blows , 

Biuded always by the greater gnst , 

s the lightness of you common men. 

not break your oaths ; for of that sin 

d entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

sre you will , the king shaU be commanded » 

i you kings; command, and I '11 obey. 

'eep. We are true subjects to the king, king Edward. 

Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

ere seated as king Edward is. 

eep. We charge you, in God's name, and the king's, 

rith us unto the officers. 

Hen, In God's name , lead ; your king's name be obey'd : 

lat God will, that let your king perform ; 

lathewill, I humbly yield unto. * [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 

KingEDwxKDf Glostbr, Clarbncb, and Lady Grey. 

Edw, Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans' field 

ly's husband. Sir John Grey, was slain, 

d then seiz'd on by the conqueror : 

t is now, to repossess those lands, 

we injustice cannot well deny, 

e in quarrel of the house of York 

rthy gentleman did lose his life. 

. Your highness shall do well, to grant her suit; 

dishonour , to deny it her. 

^dw. It were no less; but yet I '11 make a pause. 

. Yea; is it so? ij4side. 

the lady hath a thing to grant , 

the king will grant her humble suit. 

*. He knows the game : how true he keeps the wind ! 

Ij4side, 
Silence! \AsM^i^n 
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K.Edw, Widow, we will consider of your suit, 
And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Grey, Right gracious lord , I cannot brook delay : 
May it please your highness to resoWe me now , 
And what your pleasure is shall satisfy me. 

Glo. Ay, widow? then I '11 warrant you all your lands. 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Fight closer, or, good faith, you '11 catch a blow. [Jtide* 

Clar, I fear her not, uidess she chance to falL - [Aside. 

Glo, God forbid that, for he '11 take vantages. [Aside, 

R, Edw, How many children hast thou , widow? tell me* . 

Clar, I think, he means to beg a child of her. [Aside. 

Glo, Nay then , whip me ; he '11 rather give her two* [Asid$[. 

L, Grey. Three , my most gracious lord. 

Glo, You shall have four , if you '11 be rul'd hj him. [Asidi. 

X, Edw, T were pity , they should lose their father's lands. . 

L, Grey, Be pitifal , dread lord , and grant it then. 

R,Edw, Lords, give us leave: I '11 try this widow's wit. 

Glo, Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have leave, 
Till youth take leave , and leave you to the crutch. 

[Glostbr and Clarence stand apart. 

K,Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your children? 

L, drey. Ay , full as dearly as I love myself. 

K.Edw, And would you not do much , to do them good? 

L, Grey, To do them good I would sustain some harm. 

K,Edw, Then, get your husband's lands to do Uiem good. 

L, Grey, Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

R. Edw, I '11 tell you how these lands are to be got. 

L, Grey, So shall you bind me to your highness' service. . 

K,Edw, What service wilt thou do me , iflgiveUiem? 

L, Grey, What you command , that rests in me to do. 

K, Edw, But you will take exceptions to my boon. 

L, Grey, No , gracious lord , except I cannot do it. 

K, Edw, Ay , but thou canst do what I mean to ask. 

Z> Grey, Wbj then , I will do what ^o\it ^iica ^TciLToss^i^&« 
^/a, Me plies ber bard: and much i8in'v^wsVScL^Ta»x\^^» 

\A»\d^ 
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r. As red as fire! nay then, her wax must melt, [JHd^. 
Grey. TVhy stops my lord ? shall I not hear my task? 
Edw. An easy task: 't is bnt to loye a king. 
Grey. That 's soon perform'd , becauselamawibfect. 
Edw. Why then , Uiy husband's lands I fireely ghre thee. 
Grey. I take my leave with many Uiousand thanks. 
>. The match is made : she seals it with a eurt'sy. 
Edw. But stay thee; 't is the firuits of love I mean. 
Grey, The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 
Edw, Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense, 
ove, think'stthou, I sue so much to get? 
Grey, My love till death ; my humble thanks , my prayers : 
)ve whidi virtue begs , and virtue grants. 
Eduf. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love. 
Grey. Why, then you mean not as I Uiought you did. 
Edw, But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Grey. My mind will never grant what I perceive 
ig^nessaimsat, if I aim aright. 
Edw. To tell diee plain , I aim to lie with thee. 
Grey. To tell you plain , I had raUier lie in prison. 
Edw. Why then , thou shalt not have thy husband's lands. 
Grey, WhyUien, mine honesty shall be my dower; * 
that loss I will not purchase them. 
Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy children mighHly. 
Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them and me. 
nighty lord, this merry inclination 
Is not vnth the sadness of my suit ; 
you dismiss me , either widi ay , oi no. 
JSdnK Ay, if thou wilt say ay, to my request; 
thou dost say no , to my demand. 
Grey, Then , no , my lord. My suit is at an end. 
K The widow likes him not, she knits her brows. [Aside. 
(r. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. {Aside. 

Edw, Her looks do argue her replete wll\i mo^'t^X'^ \ 

\And.e. 
dsdo sbowber wH incomparable ; 
^r/^^^ozi5cAaZ/e/igesovereigatT: . 
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Oneway, or other, she is for a king , 

And she shall be my loYe , or else my queen. — 

Say , that king Edward take thee for his queen? 

L, Grey, *T is better said than done , my gracious lord: 
I am a subject fit to jest withal , 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

K.Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to thee , 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
And that, is to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey, And that is more than I will yield unto. 
I know , I am too mean to be your queen , 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K, Edw. You cavU , widow : I did mean , my qoeen. 

L, Grey, 'T will grieve your grace , my sons should calt yoQ 

father. 

K, Edw, No more , than when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widow , and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other some : why, 't is a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
Answer no more , for thou shalt be my queen. 

Glo, The ghostly &ther now hath done his shrift. lAHde, 

Clar, TVhenhewasmadeashriver, 't was for shift, [j^nd^m 

K.Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two have had. 

Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks very sad. 

K, Edw, You 'd think it strange if i should marry her. 

Clar. To whom, my lord? 

K.Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself ? 

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder, at the least. 

Clar, That 's a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K, Edw, Well , jest on , brothers : I can tell you both , 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman, 
-^ofi, JIfy gracious lord 9 Henry y out toe Vs\aiVeii> 
^^^^roagbtjrour prisoner to your p^ace ^ale- 
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Edw, See, that he be convey'd unto the Tower : — 
owe, brothers, to the man that took him, 
estion of his apprehension. — 
w , go you along. — Lords , use her honourably. 

[Exeunt Ring Edward, Lady Grkt, Ci:.ARB;iCB, 
and Lord, 
fa. Ay, Edward wiQ use women honourably. 
Id he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 
[rom his loins no hopeful branch may springs 
Dss me from the golden time I look for ! 
ret, between my soul's desire, and me, 
istful Edward's title buried , 
irence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
in the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies , 
ke their rooms , ere I can place myself: 
d premeditation for my purpose, 
then , I do but dream on sovereignty ; 
one that stands upon a promontory, 
spies a far-offshore where he would tread ^ 
ing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
chides the sea that sunders him from thence » 
g — he 11 lade it dry to have his way : 
» I wish the crown , being so far off, 
»o I chide the means that keep me from it ', 
so I say — I '11 cut the causes off, 
iring me with impossibilities. — 
fe *s too quick , my he&rt o'erweens too much , 
\s my hand and strength could equal them. 
, say there is no kingdom , then, for Richard » 
I other pleasure can the world afford? 
lake my heaven in a lady's lap , 
ieck my body in gay ornaments , 
vntch sweet ladies with my words and looks, 
serable thought ! and itaore unlikely, 
to accomplish twenty golden crowns. 
lore forswore me in my mother's womb : 
or I should not deal in her soft laws , 
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She did cornipt frail nature with some bribe 
To shrink mine arm np like a wither'd shrub ; 
To make an enTious mountain on my back , 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 
To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 
To disproportion me in every part , 
Like to a chaos , or an unlick'd beai^whelp , 
That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am I, then, a man to be belov'd? 
0, monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought! 
Then , since this earth affords no joy to me , 
But to command , to check , to o'erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 
I '11 make my heaven to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whiles I live, t' account this world but hell. 
Until my mis-shap'd trunk that bears this head , 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the crown , 
For many lives stand between me and home : 
And I , like one lost in a thorny wood, 
That rends the thorns , and is rent with the thorns , 
Seeking a way , and straying from the way. 
Not knowing how to Gnd the open air , 
But toiling desperately to find it out , 
Torment myself to catch the English crown : 
And from that torment I will free myself. 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 
Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile , 
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart, 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears , 
And frame my face to all occasions. 
I '11 drown more sailors than the mermaid shall , 
I '11 slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 
I '11 play the orator as well as Nestor , 
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could , 
Aodlike a Siaon take another Troy. 
Icaa add colours to the camelcon , 
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ige shapes, with Proteus, for advantages , 

set the mnrderous Machiavel to school. 

I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

: were it further off, I '11 pluck it down. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 
France. A Room in the Palace. 

'irisk. Enter LbVis the French King, and Lady Bona, 
tiended: the Ring takes his State. Then, enter Queen MxK' 
ARET, /Vihce Edward , and the EarlofOxtOKD, 

K.Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Margaret , 

iown with us .* it ill befits thy state , 

I birth , that thou should's stand , while Lewis doth sit. 

Q,Afar. No, mighty king of France; now Margaret 

it strike her sail , and learn a while to serve , 

ere kings command. I was, I must confess , 

it Albion's queen in former golden days ; 

now mischance hath trod my title down , 

with dishonour laid me on tiie ground , 

Bre I must take like seat unto my fortune , 

to my humble seat conform myself. 

K,Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this deep 

despair? 
1. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes with tears , 
stops my tongue , while heart is drown'd in cares. 
I Lew. Whate'eritbe, be thou still like thyself , 
sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck [Seats her by him. 
^rtnne's ybke , but let thy dauntless mind* 
ride in triumph over all mischance, 
lain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ; 
illbeeas'd, ifFrance can yield relief. 
>. 3far. Those gracious words revive my drooping thoughts , 
g:ive my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 
therefore, be it known to noble Lewis , 
Tenrjr, sole possessor ofmjloye 
dog become a banish'd man , 
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And forc'd to live in Scotland , a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward , duke of York, 
Usurps the regal title , and the seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 
This is the cause , that I, poor Margaret , 
With this my son , prince Edward , Henry's heir. 
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 
And if thou fail us all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help , but cannot help ; 
Our people and our peers are both misled , 
Our treasure seiz'd , our soldiers put to flight, 
And, asthouseest, ourselves in heavy plights 

/T. Leiv, Renowned queen , with patience calm the storm* 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q, Mar, The more we stay , the stronger grows our foe. 

K. Lew, The more I stay , the more I '11 succour thee. 

Q, Mar, O ! but impatience waiteth on true sorrow : 
And sec where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 

Enter Warwick , attended. 

K, Lew, What 's he , approacheth boldly to our presence? 

Q, Mar, Our earl of Warwick , Edward's greatest friend. 

i^. Lew, Welcome , brave Warwick. What brings thee to 

France? 
IHe descends. Queen M AReA&KT rites^ 

Q. Mar, Ay , now begins a second storm to rise ; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

^ar. From worthy Edward , king of Albion, 
My lord and soverei^ , and thy vowed friend , 
I come, in kindness, and unfeigned love. 
First, to do greetings to thy royal person , 
And, then, to crave a league of amity; 
And, lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, ifthou vouchsafe to grant 
T»a/ Yirluous ladj Bona , thy fair sister » 
ToBaghnd'skingin lawful marriage. 
^.J/ar. If tbal go forward^ Htnry'sYio^^Va^^x». 
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lufd, gracious Madam, [7b Boha.] in our king's 
behalf, 
nmanded , with yonr leaye and fayour , 
to luss yonr hand , and with my tongue 
be passion of my sovereign's heart ; 
'ame , late entering at his heedfhl ears , 
ic'd thy beauty's image , and thy yirtue. ^ 
far. King Lewis, and lady Bona, hear me speak, 
on answer Warwick. His demand 
not from Edward's well-meant honest love , 
1 deceit , bred by necessity ; 
can tyrants safely govern home , 
broad they purchase great alliance? 
! him tyrant this reason may suflSce , — 
nry liveth still ; but were he dead , 
prince Edward stands , king Henry's son. 
erefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
aw not on thy danger and dishonour; 
igh usurpers sway the rule a while, 
ens are just , and time suppresseth wrongs. 

• Injurious Margaret ! 

ce. And why not queen ? 

'. Because thy father Henry did usurp , 
u no more art prince , than she is queen. 

Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt , 
lid subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
ter John of Gaunt , Henry the fourth , 
risdom was a mirror to the wisest; 
r that wise prince , Henry the fifth , 
his prowess conquered all France : 
3se our Henry lineally descends. 

• Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth discoiirse, 
not , how Henrf the sixth hath lost 

rA/cA jffenij the Btlb had gotten? 

^^5c/?eers ofl^ancc should smVle ^\.\ii^X.. 
resi, — jrou teU a pedigree 



Vl 



52 TBBO PAST OF 

Of threescore and tvo rears: a silly time 

To make prescription for a kingdom's worth. ^ 

Oj^. 'Why, Wanrick, canst thoa speak against Ihj liege , 
Whom thoa ob^edst thirty and six years , 
And not bevray thy treason with a blush? 

War. Can Oxford, that did erer fence the right. 
Now buckler Cdsehood with a pedigree? 
For shame! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Otf, Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother , the lord Aubrey Tere , 
Was done to death? and more than so , my&ther, 
Eren in the down&U of his mellow'd years , 
When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm. 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

R.Lew. Queen Margaret , prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside, 
Whfle I use llirther conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar. Heayen grant, that Warwick's words bewitch hicM. 

not ! \The^ stand a£oq/^ 

K, Lew. Now, Warwick , tell me , even upon thy conscience » 
Is Edward your true king? for I were loath , 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 

War, Ihereon I pawn my credit , and mine honour. 

R. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eye ? 

War. Ihemore, that Henry was unfortunate. 

R.Lew. ThenCulher; all dissembling set aside, 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seems , 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear. 
That this his love was an eternal plant ; 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground , 
7he)eareB and hxdi maintain'd with beauty's sun ^ 
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!mpt firoDkeiivy , bat not from disdain , 
.ess the lady Bona quit his pain. 

R,Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your Grm resolve. 

Bona, Your grant, or your denial , shall be mine. — 
; I confess, [To War.] that often ere this day, 
len I have heard your king's desert recounted , 
ae ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K. Lew. Then , Warwick , thus : — our sister shall be 

Edward's ; 
id now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
uching the jointure that your king must make , 
bich with her dowry shall be counterpois'd. — 
aw near, queen Margaret, and be a witness, 
It Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q,Mar. DeceitAil Warwick I it was thy device 

this alliance to make void my suit : 

fore thy coming , Lewis was Henry's friend. 

R, Lew. And still is friend to him and Margaret : 
t if your title to the crown be weak ,. 
may appear by Edward's good success , 
en 'tis but reason, that I be releas'd 
nn giving aid which late I promised 
t shall you have all kindness at my hand , 
at your estate requires , and mine can yield. 

fFiar, Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease, 
here having nothing , nothing can he lose, 
id as for you yourself, our quondam queen « 
u have a fiither able to maintain you , 
id better 't were you troubled him than France. 

Q.Mar, Peace! impudent and shameless Warwick. 
)ad setter-up and pullei^down of kings ; 
ill not hence, till with my talk and tears , 
th full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
rs)fconrejrance, and thy lord's false lo^e; * 
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For both of yon are birds of self-same feather. 

iJ horn sounded within, 
K.Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us , or thee. 

Enter the Post, 

Post, Mylordambiissador, these letters are for you , 
Sent from your brother , marquess Montague. — 
These from our king unto your majesty. — 
And , Madam , these for you ; from whom I know not. 

iThey all read their letters 

Ox/, I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news , while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince, Nay, mark how Lewis stamps as he were nettled : 
I hope all 's for the best. 
. R, Lew, Warwick, what are thy news? and yours, fai 

queen? 

Q,Mar, Mine, such as fill my heart with unhopM joys. 

War, Mine , full of sorrow and heart's discontent. 

R,Lew, Whal! has your king married the lady Grey , 
And now , to sooth your forgery and his , 
Sends me a paper to persuade mc patience? 
Is this th' alliance that he seeks with France? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner? 

Q, Mar, I told your majesty as much before : 
This proveth Edward's love , and Warwick's honesty. 

War, King Lewis, I here protest, in sight of heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss , 
That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward's ; 
No more my king , for he dishonours me , 
But most himself, if he could see his shame. 
Did I forget , that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death? 
Did I let pass th' abuse done to my niece ? 
Did I impale him with the regal crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native right, 
And am I gnerdon'd at the last with shame ? 
Sbamo on himseU, for my desert is houowt *. 
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And to repair my honour lost for him , 
1 here renounce him , and return to Henry. 
Hy noble queen , let former grudges pass , 
And henceforth I am thy true sen itor. 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona , 
And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q, 3far. Warwick, these words have turned my hate to 

love ; 
And I forgire and quite forget old faults , 
And joy that thou becom'st king Henry's friend. 

J^ar, So much his friend , ay , his unfeigned friend , 
That if king Lewis vouchsafe io Airnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers , 
1 'II undertake to land them on our coast , 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
lis not his new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence , as my letters tell me , 
He 's very likely now to fall from him , 
For matching more for wanton lust than honour , 
Or than for strength and safety of our.country. * 

Bona, Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng'd , 
But by thy help to this distressed queen? 

Q,Mar. Renowned prince , how shall poor Henry Uve , 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

Bona, My quarrel, and this English queen's , are one. 

fFar, And mine, fair lady Bona , joins with yours. 

R.Lew, And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margaret's 
Therefore , at last I Ormly am resolv'd , 
IToa shall have aid. 

Q, Mar, Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 

K.Lew. Then England's messenger , return in post ; 
And tell false Edward , thy supposed king , 
Hut Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 
Tbon seest what 's past ; go fear thy king withal. 

Bona, Tell him , in hope he 'H'prove a ^do\iw %Vw^^, 
J *B wear the willow garland for his sake. 
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Q, Mar, Tell him , my moarning weeds are laid aside , 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

fTar, Tell him from me , that he hath done me wrong , 
And therefore I '11 uncrown him ere H be long. 
There 's thy reward : begone. [ExitP 

R,Lew, But, Warwick, 

Thou and Oxford , with Gve thousand men , 
Shall cross the seas , and bid false Edward battle .* 
And, as occasion serves , this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt : 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 

fFar, This shall assure my constant loyalty : — 
That if our queen and this young prince agree , 
I '11 join mine eldest daughter, and my joy. 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar, Tes , I agree , and thank you for your motion. 
Son Edward , she is fair and virtuous , 
Therefore delay not , give thy hand to Warwick ; 
And with thy hadd thy faith irrevocable , 
That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 

Prince, Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it ; 
And here , to pledge my vow , I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand-to Warvti 

/?. Lew, Why stay we now 7 These soldiers shall be levic 
And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral , 
. Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. — 
I long , till Edward fall bv war*s mischance , 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exetmt all but Warwi 

ff^ar, I came from Edward as ambassador , 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me , 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale but me ? 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
/ was the chief that rais'd him to the cto^nti , 
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1 11 be chief to bring him down again : 

hat I pity Henry's misery , 

seek rerenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit, 

« 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Glostrk, Clarkncb, Somkrsbt, Homta&uk. 

Glo, Now tell me, brother Clarence , what think yon 

his new marriage with the lady Grey? 

h not oar brother made a worUiy choice? 

Clar. Alas! you know, 't is far from hence to France : 

N could he stay till Warwick made return? 

Som, Hy lords', forbear this talk : here comes the king 

^ourisk. Enter Ring EvYTAKD f attended; Lady Grbt, as 
Qiteen; Pembroke, Stafford, andUjUiTivea. 

Gh, And his well-chosen bride. 
Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think.* 
R. Edw. Now , brother of Clarence, how like you our choice, 
It you stand pensive as half malcontent? 
CUtr. As well as Lewis of France', or the earl of Warwick ; 
ich are so weak of courage, and In judgment, 
it they '11 take no offence at our abuse. 
K. Edw, Suppose they take offence without a cause , 
7 are but Lewis and Warwick : I am Edward , 
r king and Warwick's , and must have my will. 
Glo, And you shall have your will , because our lung; 
hasty marriage seldom proyeth well. 
H.Edw, Tea, brother Richard , are you offended too? 
S/(^. Not. I. 

Grod forbid , that I should wish them sever'd 
omGrod hath join'd together: ay, and H were pity, 
lunder them Uiat yoke so well together. 
K, Edio, Setting jour scorns , and your tnisWVL^ , ^*&\^^ •> 
me some reason why the lady Grey 
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Should not become my ^ife , and Englaod's queen. — 
And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar, Then this }s mine opinion — that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy , for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Glo, And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge , 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K.Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas'd 
By such invention as I can devise? 

Mont. Tet to have join*d with France in such alliance , 
Would more have strengthened this our commonwealth 
'Gainst foreign storms , than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of itself 
England is safe , if true within itself? 

Mont. But the safer, when H is back'd with France. 

Hast. 'T is better using France , than trusting France. 
Let us be back'd with God , and with the seas , 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable , 
And with their helps only defend ourselves : 
In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 

Clar, For this one speech lord Hastings well deserves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

K.Edw, Ay, what of that? it was my will, and grant; 
And for this once my will shall stand for law. 

Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not done well , 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride : 
She better would have fitted me , or Clarence ; 
But in your bride you bury brotherhoods 

Clar. Or else you would not have bcstow'd the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife's son , 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas , poor Clarence ! is it for a wife , 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 

Clar. In choosing for yourself you show'd your judgment ; 
WbJcb being shallow you shall give me\eax^ 



KlNe HENRY VI. 59 

i broker in mine own behalf; 

t end I shortly mind to leaye jon. 

7, Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be lUng, 

! tied onto his brother's will. 

;. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty 

y state to title of a queen , 

right, and you must all confess 

not ignoble of descent ; 

>r than myself have had like fortune. 

title honours me and mine , 

slikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

ly joys with danger and with sorrow. 

0. MyloYe, forbear to fiiwn upon their firewns* 

;er , or what sorrow can be&l thee , 

Edward is thy constant friend , 

true soyereign whom they must obey? 

on they shall obey , and love thee too , 

y seek for hatred at my hands ; 

^ey do , yet will I keep thee safe , 

hall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

I hear, yet say not much , but think the more, [Aside. 

Enter a Messenger. 

o. Now, messenger, what letters, or what news, 
ice? 

My sovereign liege , no letters, and few words; 
is I , without your special pardon , 
date. 

o. Goto, we pardon thee : therefore, in brief, 
eir words as near as thou canst guess them, 
ver makes king Lewis unto our letters? 

At my depart these were his very words : — 
ilse Edward , thy supposed king , 
s of France is sending over maskers , 
with him and his new bride.' 
ill. Is Lewis so brave? belike, he thinks m« Ee>Tvr[« 
wdlady Bona to my marriage ? 
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* i 

Mess. These were her words, atter'd with mild disdain : '^ 
** Tell him, in hope he '11 prote a widower shortly, - 

1 '11 wear the willow garland for his sake. " * 

K.Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less ; '- 

She had the wrong: bat what said Henry's queen? 
For I have heard , that she was there in place. T 

Mess. * ' Tell him," quoth she, ' * my mourning weeds are doiiit 
And I am ready to put armour on." ' •; 

K.Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Amazon. * 

But what said Warwick to these injuries? ' 

Mess. He, more incens'd against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharged me with these words : — 

< * Tell him from me , that he hath done me wrong , 
And therefore I '11 uncrown him ere 't be long." 

K.Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud words? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus.forewarn'd : 
They shall have wars , and pay for their presumption. 
But say , is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link'd in friend.- 

ship, 
That yoimg prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 

Clar. Belike, the elder; Clarence will have the younger. 
Now, brother king, fiirewell, andsityoufhst. 
For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter ; 
That, though I want a kingdom , yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself. — 
Ton, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarbkcb , and SoMERSBT/o/Zotctf- 

Glo. Not I. 
My thoughts aim at a fiirther matter : I 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown. Mf*^ 

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to Warwick ! ' 
Tet am I arm'd against the worst can happen , 
And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 
Pembroke, and Stafford, youinourY>e\iaM 
Golerymea, luitf make prepare format; 
^ejr are already, or quickly will be landed*. 
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in person will straight follow you. 

lExeunt Pembroke and Stafvoro. 
re I go, Hastings, and Montague, 
e my doubt. Tou twain, ofall the rest, 
ar to Warwick by blood , and by alliance : 
e if you love Warwick more than me? 
so, then both depart to him : 
r wish you foes , than hollow friends ; 
if yon mind to hold your true obedience , 
le assurance with some friendly tow , 
may nerer hare you in suspect, 
mf . So God help Montague as he proves true ! 
ut. And Hastings as he fhvours Edward's cause ! 
Edw, Now, brother Richard , will you stand by us? 
b. Ay, in despite ofall that shall withstand you. 
,Edw, Why so; then, am I sure of victory, 
therefore, let us hence; and lose no hour, 
e meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
A Plain in Warwickshire. 

ter Warwick and Oxford with French and other Forces. 

W. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well : 
ommon people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset. 
see , where Somerset and Clarence come ! 
[suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 
ar. Fear not that, my lord. 

"or. Then, gentle Clarence , welcome unto Warwick : 
relcome , . Somerset. — I hold it cowardice , 
a mistrustfril where a noble heart 
pawn'd an Open hand in sign of love ; 
night 1 think, that Clarence, Edward's brother ^ 
bat a feigned Mend to our proceedings *. 
^Icome, sweet Clarence; my daughter siidWY^eV^Kixv^* 
wmbat rests, l^of in night's coverture , 



^V 
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Thy brother being carelessly cncamp'd , 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard , 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 

That as Ulysses , and stout Diomede , 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents , 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 

So we , well cover'd with the night's black mantle , 

At unawares may beat down Edward's guard , 

And seize himself; I say not slaughter him , 

Fori intend but only to surprise him. — 

You , that will follow me to this attempt , 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[TkeyaUery, Hei 
Why, then, let 's on our way in silent sort : 
For Warwick and his friends , God and Saint George ! [Exe 

SCENE III. 
Edward's Camp near Warwick. 

Enter certain JFatchmen^ to guard the King's tent, 

1 JFatch. Come on , my masters , each man take his stan 
The king by this is set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch. What , will he not to bed ? 

1 Watch, Why , no ; for he hath made a solemn vow 
Never to lie and take his natural rest, 
Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress'd. 

% Watch, To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day, 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch. But say , I pray , what nobleman is that , 
That with the king here resteth in his tent? 

1 Watch. 'T is the lord Hastings , the king's chiefest fri( 
3 Watch. ! is it so ? But why commands the king , 

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him , 

While he himselfs keeps in the cold field? 

/? M^aich. 'T is the more honoxiT , \)^«»sa tcl<st« dia^erc 
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ZIFatch. Ay, but give me worship and quietness; 
Ible it better than a dangerous honour. 
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands , 
T is to be doubted , he would waken him. 

1 fFatch, Unless our halberds did shut up his passage. 

IfFatch. Ay; wherefore else guard we his royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-foes? 

Enter Warwick , Cxarknce , Oxford , Somerset , and 

Forces, 
War, This is his tent ; and sec , where stand his guard. 
Courage, my masters! honour now, or never! 
But follow me , and Edward shall be ours. 
1 Watch, Who goes there? 
7> Watch. Stay, or thou diest. 

[Warwick, and tlie rest, cry all — Warwick ! War- 
wick! and set upon the Guard; who fly, crying — 
JrmI Arm! Warwick, and the rest, following 
them, 

l^rmt beatings and Tnmtpets sounding ^ re-enter Warwick, 

md the resty bringing the King out in his Gown, sitting in a 

Chair: Glostbr and Hastings^ over the stage. 

Sent. What are they that fly there? 

War. Richard , and Hastings : let them go ; here 's the duke. 

K.Edw. The duke! why, Warwick, when we parted last, 
^ou call'dst me king ! 

War. Ay, butthecaseisalter'd: 

When you disgraced me in my embassade , 
^<ia I degraded you from being king , 
And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas! hew should you govern any kingdom , 
Thi know not how to use ambassadors , 
Nor how to be contented with one wife , 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly , 
Nor how to study for the people's welfare , 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? 

R.Edw. Yea, hit>lber of Clarence, aiil\iO\i\ie;T^W^ 
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Nay then , I see that Edward needs must down. — 
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 
Of thee thyself, and all thy complices , 
Edward will always bear himself as king : 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my state, 
Hy mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

fFar. Then, for his mind be Edward England's king: 

[Taket ojjhis Crown, 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown , . 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. — 
My lord of Somerset , at my request , 
See that forthwith duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows , 
I 'U follow you , and tell what answer 
Lewis , and the lady Bona , send to him : — 
Now, for a while farewell , good duke of York. 

K, Edw, What fates impose , that men must needs abide : 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edward , led out; Sombrsbt with him* 

Oaif, What now remains , my lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our soldiers? 

War. Ay, that 's the first thing that we have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment , 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exewit 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv. Madam , what makes you in this sudden change? 

Q.Eliz, Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, 

What late misfortune is befallen king Edward? 

Riv. What! loss of some pitch'd battle against Warwick? 

jff. Eliz. No^ 2)at the loss of his own to^iL person. 

^ii^> Then, is mj sovereign slaiik't 

^.J^Uz. Ay, almost slain . foTlieisUiWeiii^tv^^«\ 

^1 
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etray'd by falsehood of his gaard , 
i foe surprised at unawares : 
i I farther have to understand , 
ommitted to the bishop of York , 
rwick's brother , and by that our foe. 

These news, I must confess , are full of grief ; 
icious Madam , bear it as you may : 
£ may lose , that now hath won the day. 
Uz, Till then, fair hope must hinder life's decay; 
e rather wean me from despair , 
of Edward's offspring in my womb : 
t that makes me bridle passion , 
r with mildness my misfortune's cross ; 

for this I draw in many a tear , 
) the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
\i my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
ward's fruit, true heir to th' English crown. 

But, Madam, where is Warwick then become 7 
Hz, I am informed , that he comes towards London , 
e crown once more on Henry's head, 
lou the rest ; king Edward's friends must down : 
reyent the tyrant's violence, 
St not him that hath once broken frdth) 
;e forthwith unto the sanctuary, 
It least the heir of Edward's right : 
all I rest secure from force , and fraud, 
srefore ; let us fly while we may fly : 
ick take us we are sure to die. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
A Park near Middleham Castle in Yorkshire. 

jriosTER, Hastings, Sir William Stanibt, and 

Others. 

Now, mjr lord Hastings, andSir\^V!!l\wii%VwVfi^, 
fo wonder why I drew you hilbcr 
uefest thicket of the park. 
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Thus stands the case. Toa know , our king, my brother. 

Is prisoner to the bishop here , at whose hands 

He hath good usage and great liberty , 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 

Comes hunting tliis way to disport himself. 

I have advertised him by secret means , 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the colour of his usual game , 

He shall here find his friends , with horse and men , 

To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter Ring Edward , and a HunUman, 
Hunt. This way, my lord, for this way lies the game. 
R. Edw, Nay, this way, man: see, where the hunts 

stand. — 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings , and the rest. 

Stand you thus close to steal the bishop's deer? 

Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste . 

Your horse stands ready at the park comer. 
R, Edw, But whither shall we then 7 
Hast, To Lynn , my lord ; and ship from thence to Han* 
Glo, Well guess'd, believe me; for that was my meanio 
R,Edw. Stanley, I will recjuite thy forwardness. 
Glo, But wherefore stay we? 't is no time to talk. 
R. Edw. Huntsman , what say'st thou? wilt thou go aloi 
Hunt, Better do so , than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo, Come then; away! let 's have no more ado. 
R. Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from Warwick's fr 

And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Ext 

SCENE VI. 
A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Ring "Rriakt ^ Ciarbncb, Warwick, Somerset, y{ 
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant <{f the To 
and Attendants, 
R, Hen, Master lieutenant , now that God and friends 

Bare shaken Edward from the re^ se«x , 
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1 tum'd my captive state to liberty , 

fear to hope , my sorrows unto joys , 
our enlargement .what are thy due fees? 

Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their soTereigns ; 
It if an humble prayer may prevail , 
hen craye pardon of your majesty. 

R. Hen, For what , lieutenant? for well using me? 
ly, be thou sure, I '11 well requite thy kindness, 
)r that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : » 
^ such a pleasure as incaged birds 
snceire, when\ after many moody thoughts, 
I last by notes of household harmony 
hey quite forget their loss of liberty. — 
at, Warwick, after God, thou set'st me free, 
od chiefly therefore I thank God , and thee ; 
e was the author , thou the instrument, 
lerefore , that I may conquer fortune's spite , 
' living low , where fortune cannot hurt me , 
id that the people of this blessed land 
ly not be punish'd with my thwarting stars , 
arwick , although my head still wear the crown , 
ere resign my government to thee , 
r thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

fTar. Tour grace hath still been fam'd for virtuous , 
d now may seem as wise as nrtuous , 
spying, and avoiding, fortune's malice ; 
r few men rightly temper with the stars : 
t in this one thing let me blame your grace , 
r choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No , Warwick , thou art worthy of the sway , 
• whom the heavens in thy nativity 
Ijudg'd an olive branch , and laurel crown , 
> likely to be blest in peace , and war ; 
id, therefore, I yield thee my free consent. 

^or. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 

K.Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both ^c^uxba^^ 
wjoia your bands , and with your hands yo\it Yifitt\A « 

^1 
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That no dissension hinder goyernment : 
I moke you both protectors of this land, 
While I myself will lead a private life , 
And in devotion spend my latter days , 
To sin's rebuke , and my Creator's praise. 

fFar. What answers Clarence to his sovereign's will ? 

Clar, That he consents , if Warwick yield consent ; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

fFar. Why then, though loath, yet must I be content. 
We '11 yoke together , like a double shadow 
To Henry's body , and supply his place ; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government. 
While he enjoys die honour, and his ease. 
And, Clarence, now then, it is more than needful , 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor , 
And all his lands and goods confiscated. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be determin'd. 

JFar, Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part. 

R.Hen. But, with the first ofall your chief affairs. 
Let me entreat, (for I command no more) 
That Blargaret your queen , and my son Edward , 
Be sent for to return from France with speed ; 
For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Clar, It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 
R.Hen. My lord of Somerset, what youth is that. 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Richmond. 
R,Hen. Come hither, England's hope : if secret powers 

[Lays his Hand on his Hea 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts , 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss. 
B}s}odk3 are fuU of peaceM majesty ; 
Ws Aead h J nature tam'd to wear a cro^m , 
^Aandio wield a sceptre; andblmseU 
^^^^/rlaUmeioblesaairegelihron^. 
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ichofhim, my lords; for this is he » 
p you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Meuenger. 

. What news, my friend? 

. That Edward is escaped from your brother , 

, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

. Unsavoury news! but how made he escape? 

. He was convey'd by Richard duke of Gloster , 

lord Hastings , who attended him 

; ambush on the forest side , 

a the bishop's huntsmen rescued him , 

ing was his daily exercise. 

. My brother was too careless of his charge. — 

s hence, mysoyereign, to provide 

br any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt King YLkskt^ Warwick, Clarbmcb, JAeU" 
tenant y and Attendants, 

My lord, I like not ofthis flight of Edward's, 
obtless. Burgundy will yield him help , 
shall have more wars , before 't be long. 
y's late presaging prophecy 
my heart with hope of this young Richmond, 
my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
aybefidhim, to his harm and ours: 
'e, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
h we 11 send him hence to Brittany, 
ois be past of civil enmity. 

Ay; for if Edward repossess the crown , 

I that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 

erefore; let's about it speedily. 

[Exeunt, 



^^ 
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SCENE VII. 

Before York. 

Enter King 'EawkKDy Glostbr» HASTiNfts, and Forces. 

K. Edw. Now ; brother Richard, lord Hastings, and the re 
Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends , 
And says that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry's regal crown. 
Well haye we pass'd , and now repassed the seas , 
And brought desired help from Burgundy : 
What then remains » we being thus arriy^d 
From Rayenspurg hayen before the gates of York, 
But that we enter as into our dukedom? 

Glo. The gates made fast! — Brother, I like not this ; 
For many men , that stumble at the threshold , 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K.Edw. Tush, man! abodements must not now affright i 
By fair or foul means me must enter in , 
For hither wHl our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege, 1 11 knock once more to sunmion them. 

Enter , on the WalU , the Mayor qf York , and ku Brethren 

May, My lords, we were forewarned of your coming. 
And shut the gates for safety of ourseWes ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

R,Edw. But, master mayor, IfHenry be your king, 
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. > 

May. True, my good lord; I know you for no less. 

R.Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my dukedom , 
As being well content with that alone.. 

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in his nose , 
He '11 soon find means to make the body follow. [Atu 

Ha*t» Why , master mayor , why stand you in a doubt? 
Open the gates : we are king Henry's friends. 

May* Ay , say you so? the gates shall then be open'd. 

[Exeuntjrom abo\ 

Gio. A wise stout captain , and sooii ^eisw«A^^. 

1 
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Hast. The good old man would £un that all were well , 
So H were not 'long of him; but, being enter'd , 
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Re^enier the Mayor t and Two Aldermen, below, 
K.Edw. So, master mayor: these gates must not be shut, 
But in the night, or in the time of war. 

What! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys, [Takes his Keys, 
For Edward will defend the town , and thee , 
And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

March, Enter Montgomery , and Forces, 

Glo, Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery , 
Oor tmsty friend , unless 1 be deceived. 

K,Edw, Welcome, Sir John; but why come you in arms? 

Mont, To help King Edward in his time of storm , 
^ every loyal subject ought to do. 

ILEdw. Thanks, good Montgomery ; but we now forget 
Our title to the crown , and only claim 
Our dukedom , till God please to send the rest. 

Mont, Then fare you well, for I will hence again: 
I came to serve a king, and not a duke. — 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. [A March begun. 

K.Edw, Nay, stay. Sir John, awhile; and we '11 debate, 
By what safe means the crown may be recovered. 

Mont, What talk you of debating? in few words , 
If you 11 not here proclaim yourself our king , 
I 'U leave yon to your fortune , and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you. 
Why shall we fight , if you pretend no tiUe ? 

Glo» Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice points? 

K, Edw, When we grow stronger, then we '11 make our claim . 
Till then , 't is wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

Hast, Away with scrupulous wit, now arms must rule. 

Glo, And fearless minds climb soonest unto crowns. 
Brother y we wiU prochim you out of hand : 
lie bruit thereof wiU bring you many {rieuds. 



I 
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JK, Edw. Then be it as you will ; for 't is my right , 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. [ 

Mont. Ay, now-my sovereign speaketh like himself , i 

And now will I be Edward's champion. 

Hast, Sound, trumpet! Edward shall be hero prodaim'd.^* ) 
Come , fellow-soldier , make thou proclamation. ) 

[Gives him a Paper. Flourish*- j 

Sold. [Reads,] *' Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, I 
king ofEngland and France, and lord of Ireland, ^c. j 

Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's right , 
By this I challenge him to single fight. 

[Throws down his GatmlleU 

All. Long live Edward the fourth ! 

K. Edw. Thanks , brave Montgomery , and thanks unto you 

all: 
If fortune serve me^ I '11 requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let 's harbour here in York , 
And when the morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of this horizon , 
We '11 forward towards Warwick , and his mates ; 
For, well I wot, that Henry is no soldier. — 
Ah, froward Clarence I how evil it beseems thee. 
To flatter Henry , and forsake thy brother ! 
Yet, as we may, we '11 meet botii thee and Warwick. — 
Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the day; 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeimi. 

SCENE VIII. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King ILr^kt ^ Warwick, Clarence, Mom- 

TAOUB, Exeter, anef Oxford. 

IFar. What counsel, lords? Edward from Belgia , 
With hasty Germans , and blunt H6llanders , 
Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas , 
And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 
And maoj giddy people flock to him. 
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R. Ben. Let 's lery men , and beat him back again. 
CZor. ▲ little fire is quickly trodden out , 
Which, being suffer'd, riyers cannot quench. 

fyar. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted friends , 
Not mutinous hi peace, yet bold in war; 
Those wiU I muster up : — and thou , son Clarence , 
Shalt stir iq) in Suffolk, Norfolk, andiuKent, 
Ihe knights and gentlemen to come with thee : — 
Thon, brother Montague, in Buckingham , 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire , shaltfind 
Men well indin'd to hear what thou conunand'st: — 
And thon, hrare Oxford, wondrous weU belov'd , 
In Oxfordshire shall muster up thy friends. — 
My soTereign , with the loving citizens , 
Like to his island girt in with the ocean , 
Or modest Bian circled with her nymphs , 
Shall rest in London , till we come to him. — 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. — 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K.Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy's true hope. 
Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your Highness' hand. 
B.Hen. Well-minded Clarence , be thou fortunate. 
Moni. Comfort, my lord; — and so I take my leave. 
Oa^f. And thus [Kisiing Henry's htmd.'] I seal my truth, 

and bid adieu. 
K.Betu Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once , once more a happy farewell. 

fTar. Farewell, sweet lords: let 's meet at Coventry. 

[ExeunfWAR, Ciar. Oxf. annf Mont. 
K, Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while. 
Cousfai of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
MetUnks, the power, that Edward hath in field. 
Should not be aJlile to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest. 
K.Ben, That 's not my fear ; my meed hath got me fame. 
I have not stopp'dmine ears to their demands , 
^(a-postedofftbeir suits with slow delays ; 
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My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds , 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefe , 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears : 
I have not been desirous of their wealth , 
Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies , 
Nor forward of revenge , though they much err'd. 
Then , why should they love Edward more than me? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace ; 
And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb , 
The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout within. j4 Lancaster I ALaneasU 
Exe, Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts are these? 

J^n^er i?m^ Edward , Giostbr, and Soldiers. 

K.Edto. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry! bear him hence 
And once again proclaim us king of England. — 
Ton are the fount that makes small brooks to flow : 
Now stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them dry , 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. — 
Hence with him to the Tower ! let him not speak. 

[Exeunt some with King Hmi 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains. 
The sun shines hot, and, ifwe use delay. 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join. 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares. 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry [Earn 

ACT V. SCENE I. 
Coventry. 

Enter upon the Walls , Warwick , the Mayor qf Coventry, 2 

Messengers, and Others. 

War* Where is the post that came from valiant Oxford ? 
Bow &r hence is thy lord , mineYioiLesXteWn^^l 



KING HENRY VL 75 

1 Mess, By this at Dunsmore , marching hitherward. 
JFiir. How far off is our brother Montague ? — 
Where is the post that came from Montague? 

%Mess. BythisatDaintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Sombrtille. 

^or. Say, Somerville, what says my loyiog son? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 

S&m. At Southam I did leave him with his forces , 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. [Drum heard. 

War, Then CUurence is at hand , I hear his drum. 

Sinn, It is not his, my lord; here Southam lies : 
The drum your honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 

ATiir. Who should that be? belike, unlook'd-for friends. 

Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 

March. Flourish, Enter Ring Ed ward , Glostbr , and Forces* 

K.Edw, Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parle. 

Glo, See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 

War, 0, unhid spite! is sportful Edward come? 
Where slept our scouts , or how are they seduc'd , 
Ihat we could hear no news of his repair? 

K.Edw, Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates? 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee , 
Can Edward king , and at his hands beg mercy , 
Ibid he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War, Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence , 
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down? 
Call Warwick patron , and be penitent , 
And thou shalt still remain the duke of York. 

(r/o. I thought, at least, he would have said the king ; 
Or did he make the jest against his will? 

War, Is not a dukedom , Sir, a goodly gift? 

Glo, Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give : 
I H do thee service for so good a gift. 

War, TwasI, that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 

K.Edw. WhftbeD, 'tis mine, ifbutby Wanac^^^^* 

^ar, Tbon art do Atlas for so great a weiglil : 



76 THIRD PART OF 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again : 
And Heury is my king , Warwick his suhject. 

K, Edw. But Warwick's king is Edward's prisoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this ; 
What is the body , when the head is off ? 

Glo, Alas ! ^at Warwick had no more forecast , 
But , whiles he thought to steal the single ten , 
The king was slily finger'd from the deck ! 
You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace , 
And, ten to one, you '11 meet him in the Tower. 

K.Edw, 'T is even so; yet you are Warwick still. 

Glo, Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel down, 1 

down. 
Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War, I had rather chop this hand off at a blow , 
And with the other fling it at thy face , 
Than bear so low a sail to strike to thee. 

K. Edw, Sail how thou canst , have wind and tide thy fri 
This hand , fast wound about thy coal-black hair , 
Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood , — 
** Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more." 

Enter Oxford , toith Drum and Colours, 

War, cheerful colours ! see, where Oxford comes. 

Oaf, Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 

[Oxford and his Forces enter the i 

Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K, Edw, So other foes may set upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 
Will issue out again , and bid us battle : 
If not, the city being but of small defence , 
We 'II quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

War. O! welcome Oxford , for we want thy help. 

^n/erMoNTA6UB, with Drum and CoIopts, 
Mont, Montague, Montague, for Lancaster! 

\He and KU Forces endor t^ve 
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Glo, Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason , 
f«i with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
R,Edw. The harder match'd, the greater yictory : 
mind presageth happy gain , and conquest. 

Enter SouEKSET y with Drumtmd Colours, 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 

[He and his Forces enter the City, 
Glo, Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 
e sold their liyes unto the house of York ; 
thou shall be the third , if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarbncb , vnth Drum and Colours, 
War. Audio! where George of Clarence sweeps along, 
)rce enough to bid his brother battle ; 
ii whom an upright zeal to right prevails , 
e than the nature of a brother's love. — 

[Globtbr and Clarence whisper, 
te', Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick calls. 
7ar. Father of Warwick, knowyou what this means? 

\Taking the red Rose out qfhis Hat, 
iLhere, I throw my infamy at thee : 
II not ruinate my father's house , 
} gave his blood to lime the stones together , 
set up Lancaster. Why, trow'stthou, Warwick, 
t Clarence is so harsh , sobljmt, unnatural, 
lend the f)ital instruments of war 
inst his brother , and his lawful king? 
laps , thou wilt object my holy oath : 
Lcep that oath , were more impiety 
Q Jephtha's , when he sacrific'd his daughter. 
1 so sorry for my trespass made , 
t to deserve well at my brother's hands , 
re proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 
b resolution , whereso'er I meet thee , 
I will meet thee , if thou stir abroad) 
plague thee for thj foui misJeading me. 
'so, proud-beaHed Warwick, I defy thee , 

11 
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And to my brother torn my blushiDg cheeks. — 

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; ^ 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults , 

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. ' 

K. Edw. Now welcome more , and ten times more belov'd , 
Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate. 

Glo, Welcome, good Clarence : this is brother-like. 

War. O passing traitor, perjur*d, anduiiijust! 

K.Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town, anf 

fight. 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 

War. Alas! I am not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Bamet presently , 
And bid thee battle , Edward, ifthoudar'st. 

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way.-- 
Lords , to the field ! Saint George , and victory ! [March. Exeunt 

SCENE II. 
A Field of Battle near Barnet. 

Alarums f and Excursions, Enter King Edward, bringing H 

Warwick wounded. 

' R. Edw. So , lie thou there : die thou , and die our fear , 
For Warwick was a bug, that fear'd us all. — 
Now, Montague, sit fast: I seek for thee , 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. \ExU. 

War. Ah! whoism'gh? come to me, friend or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows , 
My blood , my want of strength , my sick heart shows , 
That I must yield my body to the earth , 
And by my fall the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge , 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely ea^le , 
lender whose shade the ramping Uon slept; 
Whose top-branch oyerpeer'd Jove's s^teadMi^u^^ , 
^dkept low shrubs from winter's po^etfuX vfVa^. 
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now are dimm'd with death's black Yeil , 

cing as the mid-day san , 

ret treasons of the world : 

ly brows , now fill'd with blood , 

kingly sepolchres ; 

:, but I coold dig his grave? 

lile when Warwick bent his brow 7 

f smear'd in dust and blood ! 

Iks, my manors that I had , 

me; and, ofall my lands, 

, but my body's length. 

np, rule, reign, but earth and dust? 

' we can , yet die we must. 

Writer Oxford and Sombrsbt. 

Varwick, Warwick! wert thou as we are , 

all our loss again. 

'ranee hath brought a puissant power; 

rd the news. Ah, could'st thou fly ! 

then I would not fly. — Ah , Montague ! 

sweet brother , take my hand , 

keep in my soul awhile. 

t; for, brother, if thou didst, 

rash this cold congealed blood , 

if and will not let me speak. 

iontague, or I am dead. 

Varwick ! Montague hath breath'd his last ; 

;asp, cried out for Warwick, 

nmend me to my valiant brother." 

Id have said ; and more he spoke , 

ke a cannon in a vault , 

distinguish'd : but, at last, 

» deliver'd with a groan , — 

irwickl " 

rest his soul I — Fly, lords, and w?^ '^^wastV^^v^ 

fon all farewell J to meet\ii\i^N«u. \pu** 

twajr, to meet the queen's |^«Xl^o'««c^ 

[^u:eunt, bearing oflr^jkSCW\c.W*^^^' 

1^ 
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SCENE III. , 

Another Part of the Field. ti 

Flourish, Enter King Edward in tritOTyph^ ttnthCtAREiacKf ^ 

Glostbr, and the rest, ^ 

K, Edw, Thus far our fortune keeps an apward course , ^ 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 

Bat, in the midst of this bright-shining day, ^ 

1 spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud , . ■ •=. 

That will encounter with our glorious sun , 
Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
I mean , my lords , those powers , that the queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia , have arriv'd our coast. 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar, A little gale will soon disperse that cloud , 
And blow it to the source from whence it came : 
Thy yery beams will dry those Yapours up , 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo, The queen is valu'd thirty thousand strong , 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her: 
Ifshe have time to breathe, be well assur'd , 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

R, Edw. We are advertised by our loving friends , 
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury. 
We, having now the best at Barnet field , 
Will thither straight , for willingness rids way ; 
And, as we march, our strength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along. — 
Strike up the drum ! cry — Courage! and away. 

[Flourish, Exeunt^ 

SCENE IV. 
Plains near Tewksbury. 

March, Enter Queen "MJLUGJLtiRT, Prince Edw AXDf SoMXiuBTy. 

Oxford, and Soldiers, 

Q,Mar, Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and wail their loss ^ 
11/ cbeerlj seek how to redress their h^ins. 
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hough the mast be now blown oyer-board , 
)le broke , the holding anchor lost , 
If our sailors swallow'd in the flood ; 
isonr pilot still: is 't meet that he 
leaye the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
earful eyes add water to the sea , 
ve more strength to that wjiich hath too mucb ; 
s in his moan the ship splits on the rock , 
industry and courage might haye sav'd? 
hat a shame, ah! iHiat a fault were this. 
Warwick was our anchor; what of that? 
ontague our top-mast; what of him? 
lughter'd friends the tackles ; what of these? 
is not Oxford here another anchor , 
)merset another goodly mast? 
ends of France our shrouds and tacklings? 
though unskilful , why not Ned and I 
ze aUow'd the skilful pilot's charge? 
U not from the helm to sit and weep , 
ep our course , though the rough wind say no , 
helves and rocks that threaten us with wreck, 
d to chide the waves , as speak them fair. 
Iiat is Edward but a ruthless sea? 
^arence but a quicksand of deceit? 
ichard but a ragged fatal rock? 
se the enemies to our poor bark, 
ou can swim; alas! 't is but a while : 
)n the sand; why, there you quickly sink : 
le the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 
1 you fSsunisb ; that 's a threefold death. 
»eakl, lords, to let you understand, 
I some one of you would fly from us , 
lere 's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers , 
ban with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks, 
courage, then! what cannot be avoided, 
s childish weakness to lament, or fear. 
'ws. Medunks, a womanofthis\8l\anlsi^\x\V 



32 THIRD PART OF. 

Should , if a coward heard her speak these words , 

Infuse his breast with magnanimity , 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

I speak not this , as doubting any here ; 

For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

He should have leave to go away betimes , 

Lest, in our need, he might infect another. 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here , as God forbid ! 

Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oa^f. Women and children of so high a courage , 
And warriors faint ! why, 't were perpetual shame. — 
O , brave young prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Both live again in thee : long may'st thou live , 
To bear his image , and renew his glories ! 

Som, And he, that will not fight for such a hope , 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 
If he arise , be mock'd and wonder'd at. 

Q. Mar, Thanks , gentle Somerset : — sweet Oxford, thanks 

Prince, And take his thanks , that yet hath nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight: therefore, be resolute. 

Oxf, I thought no less : it is his policy. 
To haste thus fast to find us unprovided. 

Som, But he 's deceived : we are in readiness. 

Q, Mar, This cheers my heart to see your forwardness. 

Oaif, Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

Flourish and March, Enter Ring Edward , Clarbmce, 

Gloster, and Forces, 

K. Edw, Brave followers , yonder stands the thorny wood » 
Which , by the heavens' assistance and your strength , 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fuel to your fire , 
-For, well I wot, je Jblaze to bura them oul. 
^^>e signal to the Gght , and to it, lords. 
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Mar, Lords , knights , and gentlemen , what I should say, 

s gainsay ; for every word I speak , 

, I drink the water of my eye. 

»re, no more but this: — Henry, your sovereign , 

mer to the foe ; his state usurp'd, 

Im a slaughterhouse , his subjects slain , 

Lutes cancelled , and his treasure spent ; 

nder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

ht in justice: then, in God's name, lords, 

int, and give signal to the fi^t. [Exeunt both Jrmies. 

SCENE V. 
Another Part of the Same. 

is: Excursions: and q/terwards a Retreat, Then enter 

'Edward, Clarbmce, Gloster, and Forces; with Queen 

GARBT, Oxford, ant/ Somerset , Prisoners, 

Edw, Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 

dth Oxford to Hammes' castle straight : 

nerset, offwith his guilty head. 

iar them hence : I wUl not hear them speak. 

f. For my part , I '11 not trouble thee with words. 

t. Nor I; but stoop with patience to my fortune. 

[Exeunt OxvoKD a/u/ Somerset , gttarded. 
Mar, So part we sadly in this troublous world , 
t with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 
Edw, Is proclamation made , that who finds Edward 
ive a high reward , and he his life? 
. It is : and , lo ! where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers , with Prince Edward. 
Edw, Bring forth the gallant: let us hear him speak. 

can so young a thorn begin to prick? 
I , what satisfaction canst thou make , 
iring arms , {or stirring up my sub^ecls , 
the trouble thou hast turn'd me lol 
^e. Speak like a suhieci, proud Mii\>\\Vi>^«''^^^>8-» 

that lam now my father's XftOutLi: 



'^'5i 
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Reftignthycbair, and where I stand kneel thou , ^ 

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee, ' » 

Which , traitor , thon wonldst have me answer to. :^ 

Q. Mar. Ah , that thy fSither had been so resolv'd ! 

Glo. That you might still ha?e worn the petticoat , « 

And ne'er have stoFn the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let i£sop (able in a winter^s night ; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. \ 

Glo. Byheayen, brat, 1 11 plague you for that word. > 

Q. Mar. Ay , thou wast bom to be a plague to men. ; 

Glo. For God's sake , take away this captive scold. 

Prince, Nay, take away this scolding crook-back, rather. 

K. Edw. Peace ! wilful boy , or I will charm your tongue. 

Clar. Untutor'd lad , thou art too malapert. 

Prince, I know my duty: you are all undutiful. 
Lascivious Edward , — and thou perjur'd George , 
And thou mis-shapen Dick , — I tell ye all , 
I am your better , traitors as ye are ; — 
And Uiou usurp'st my father's right and mine. 

K. Edw. Take that , the likeness of this railer here. 

[StabMkim. 

Glo. Sprawl'st thou? take that, to end thy agony. 

[Gi,o. stdbM him. 

Clar. And there 's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Clar. stabs Ate. 

Q.Mar. O,killmetoo! 

Glo. Marry , and shall. {Offers to kiU her. 

R.Edw. Hold, Richard, hold! for we have done too much. 

Glo. Why should she live , to fill the world vdth words ? 

R. Edw. What ! doth she swoon? use means for her recoTery. 

Glo. Clarence , excuse me to the king , my brother. 
I '11 hence to London on a serious matter: 
Ere ye come there , be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What? what? 

Gh, The Tower! the Tower! [Esea. 

Q, Mar. O , Ned ! sweet Ned I speak to thy mother , boy : 
Ctnst tbou not speak ? — traitoisl m\nde;i«ts\ — 
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They , that stabb'd Cssar shed no blood at all , 

Did not offend , nor were not worthy blame , 

If this fool deed were by to equal it : 

Hewasaman: this, in reject, a child; 

And men ne'er spend their fury on a child. 

What 's worse than mnrderer , that I may name it? 

No, no; my heart will burst, an if I speak; 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. — 

Batchers and villains I bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd ! 

Ton hare no children, butchers! if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr'd up remorse : 

But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off. 

As , deathsmen, you haye rid this sweet young prince ! 

K, Edw, Away with her ! go , bear her hence perforce. 

Q, Mar, Nay , never bear me hence , despatch me here ; 
Here sheath thy sword , I '11 pardon thee my death. 
What ! wilt thou not? — then , Clarence , do it thou. 

Clar, By heaven I will not do thee so much ease. 

Q. Mar. Crood Clarence , do ; sweet Clarence , do thou do it. 

dor. Didst thou not hear me swear I would not do it. 

Q, Mar, Ay , but thou usest to forsiiear thyself: 
T was sin before , but now 't is charity. 
What! wilt thou not? where is that devil's butcher, Richard , 
Hardr-fiivour'd Bichard? Richard , where art thou? 
Thoa art not here: murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back. 

R. Edw, Away , I say ! I charge ye , bear her hence. 

Q,Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this prince! 

[Exit. 

K, Edw. Where 's Richard gone? 

Clar, To London , all in post ; and , as I guess , 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

R,Edw. He's sudden, if a thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence .* discharge the common sotX 
yfJtbpajrand thanks, and let 's away lo London , 
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And see our gentle queen how well she fares : 

By this , I hope , she hath a son for me. [Ex 

SCENE VL 
London. A Room in the Tower. 

King Hemrt is discovered sitting with a Book in his If and , 
Lieutenant attending. Enter Glostbr. 

Glo, Good day , my lord. What ! at your book so hard 

/T. Hen, Ay , my good lord : my lord , I should say rath 
'T is sin to flatter ; good was little better : 
Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 
And both preposterous ; therefore , not good lord. 

Glo, Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must confer. 

lExitLietUt 

R, Uen, So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf : 
So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece , 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 

Glo, Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind : 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

ff. Hen. The bird , Ih^t hath been limed in a bush , 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush ; 
And I , the hapless male to one sweet bird , 
Have now the fatal object in my eye , 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, andkill'd» 

Glo . Why , what a peevish fool was that of Crete , 
That taught his son the office of a fowl? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 

R,Hen, I, Dedalus; my poor boy, Icarus; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 
The sun , that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy, 
Thj brother Edward; and thyself, the sea. 
Whose earious galfdid swallow up \nsUte. 
^^/ kill me with lliy weapon , not-wiik^JOT^s. 
^y breast can better brook thy dagger's poitxi. 
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ID can my ears that tragic history. 
; wherefore dost thou come? is 't for my life? 
Glo, Think'st thou I am aa executioner? 
K. Hen, A persecutor , I am sure , thou art : 
mrdering innocents be executing, 
If, then thou art an executioner. 
Glo, Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 
K, Hen, Hadst thou been kill'd, when Orst thou didst pre- 
sume, 
>u hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine. 
I thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand , 
ich now mistrust no parcel of my fear ; 
I many an old man's sigh , and many a widow's , 
I many an orphan's water-standing eye , — 
1 for their sons', wives for their husbands', 
bans for their parents' timeless death , 
Q rue the hour that ever thou wast born, 
owl shriek'd at thy birth , an evil sign ; 
night-crow cried , aboding luckless time ; 
;s howl'd , and hideous tempest shook down trees : 
! raven rook'd her on the chimney's top , 
I chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
' mother felt more than a mother's pailli , 
1 yet brought forth less than a mother's hope ; 
^t, — an indigestcMl and deformed lump , 
like the fruit of such a goodly tree, 
th hadst thou in thy head , when thou wast born ; 
iignify, thou cam'st to bite the world : 
I, if the rest be true which I have heard , 
u cam'st — 
Glo, I '11 hear no more ; — Die , prophet , in thy speech : 

iStabs him, 
this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 
K, Hen, Ay, and for much more slaughter a\lw ^SDi'a. 
God forgive my sins, and pardon thee. \Pxe» • 

y^. What! wi/y /Ae aspiring blood of Laticaislet 
^tbeground? /^ou^ht it would bayemouiiled. ^^ 
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See , bow mj sword weeps for the pow king's death ! 

, maj such purple tears be alwajs shed 

from those ihit wish the downlall of our house ! — 

If any sparh of life be jet remaining , 

Down, down to bell; andsaj I sent thee thither, 

[51a 

1, that have neither pit;, lore, nor fear. 
Indeed, 'tis true, that Henrj told me of ; 
For I have oflen heard taj mother sef , 

I came into the world vldi m; legs forward. 

Had I not reason , think je, to make haste. 

And seek their rain tlut usurp'd oar right? 

The midwife wonder'd; and the women cried, 

"0, Jesus bless us , he is born with teeth!" 

And so I was; which plainjj signified 

That I should snarl, and bile, and pla; the dog. 

Then, since the heavens have sliap'dmj body so. 

Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, T am like no brother; 

And this word love , which greybeards call divine , 

Be resident in men like one another , 

Aodnotinme: I am myself alone. — 

Clarence, beware: thon keep st me from the light; 

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will bui abroad such prophecies , 

That Edward shall be fearftil of his Ufe ; 

And then, to purge his fear, I '11 be thy death. 

Eing Henry, and ihe prince his son, are gone: 

Clarence, thj turn is next, and then the rest; 

Counting myself but bad , Ull I be best. — 

I '& throw thy body in another room , 

Andlritunph, Henry, In thy day of doom. 



KING UENRT VI. 89 

SCENE VII. 

The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

King Edward is discovered sitting on his Throne; Queen Eliza- 
beth t^i^A the infant Prince f Claiubnce, Gloster, Hast- 
ings , and Others , near him. 

R. Edw, Once more we sit in England's royal throne , 
Be-purchas'd with the hlood of enemies. 
What Yaliant foe-men , like to autumn's com , 
Have we mow'd down , in tops of all their pride? 
Three dukes of Somerset , threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions : 
Two Cliffords , as the father and the son ; 
ind two Northumberlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound : 
With them, the two brave bears , Warwick and Montague , 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion , 
And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat , 
ind made our footstool of security. — 
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy. — 
TouDgNed, for thee, thine uncles, and myself. 
Hare in our armours watch'd the winter's night ; 
Went all a-foot in summer's scalding heat , 
That thou might'st repossess the crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. I '11 blast his harvest, ifyour head were laid; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick , to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight , or break my back. — 
Work thou the way, and that shall execute. [Aside, 

K.Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely queen ; 
And kiss your princely nephew , brothers both. 

Clar, The duty, that 1 owe unto your majesty, 
I seal upon the lips of this s\?eet babe. 

K.Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; W0T\\i^ \i\Q^«t , ^^si*&. 
670, Aad, that I Jove the tree from w\itiitt xSmsm ^^iwi^'sX % 
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ACT I. SCExNE I. 
London. A Street 

Enter Glostbr. 

Glo . Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 
And all the douds , that lower'd upon our house , 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with Yictorious wreaths ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stem alarums chang'd to merrj meetings , 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grrim-yisag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front ; 
And now , instead of mounting barbed steeds , 
To fright the souls of fearful adyersaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber , 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I , that am not shap'd for sportive tricks , 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 
I , that am rudely stamp'd , and want love's migesty , 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
I, (hat am curtail'dofthis fair proportion, * 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature , 
Beform'd, unfinished, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world , scarce half made up , 
And that so lamely and unfashionable , 
That dogs bark at me , as I halt by them ; 
Why I , in this weak piping time of peace , 
Have no delight to pass away the time , 
Unless to see my shadow in the sun , 
And descant on mine own deformity : 
And therefore , since I cannot prove a lover , 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days , 
I am determined to prove a villain , 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots bare I laid , inductions dsmgeto^is , 
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By dmnken prophecies , libels, anddretms, 

To set my brother Clarence , and the king , 

In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And, if king Edward be as true and just, 

As I am subtle , false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up , 

Aboat a prophecy, which says — thatG 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 

Bhre, thoughts, down to my soul : here Clarence comes. 

EfderChiLKKSCE^ guardedy and Brakevbvky, 

Brother, good day. What means this armed guard , 
' Duit waits upon your grace? 

Clar. His majesty , 

Tendering my person's safety , hath appointed 
Ais conduct to conyey me to the Tower. 

Gh, Upon what cause? 

Clar, Because my name is George. 

Gh, Alack! my lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers. 
! belike , his majesty hath some intent , 
That you should be new christen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? 

Qar, Tea, Bichard, when I know; but I protest, 
As yet I do not: but, as I can learn, 
^e hearkens after prophecies , and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G , 
And says, a wizard told him , that by G 
Bis issue disinherited should be ; 
And , for my name of George begins with G , 
It follows in his thought that I am he. 
'Hiese, as I learn, and such like toys as these , 
Have moY'd his highness to commit me now. 

Glo, Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women ! 
^ is not the king , that sends you to the Tower : 
My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence , 'tis she, 
Tbtt tempts bim to this harsh extremity. 
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WasitnoCsbe, andtkatfMdBaBofwuiskip, 
Antony WoodefiDe. kerbrolkerlheR, 
Tkat mide him send lord Bisliiigs It dK Tower . 
From whence this presort dojhe is defiia'd? 
WcirenoCsife, Chrence; wearenoCsife. 

CImr, Byhemen, I think, thereisnomansccare. 
But tiieq[neai*s kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That tnidge betvixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard yon not, what an hnmUe suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his ddrrery? 

Glo, Homblj eomplainiiy to her deity 
Got my lord chambcriain his liberty. 
1 11 tell yon what; I think, itisoorway. 
If we wfll keep in laToor with the king. 
To be her men, and wear her Ihrery: 
The jealooso'er-woni widow, and herself. 
Since that our brother dobb'd them gentlewomen , 
Are mi^ty gossips in oor monardiy. 

Rrak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me :• 
His majesty hath straitly giren in charge , 
That no man shall haTe pmate conference , 
Of what degree soerer, with yoor brother. 

Gh. ETenso; an please yoor worship , Brakenbnry, 
Ton may partake of any thing we say. 
We speak no treason, man: we say, the king 
Is wise and Tirtoons ; and his noble qoeen 
Wen stmck in years; £ur, and not jealous: — 
We say that Shore's wife hath a pret^ foot , 
A cherry Up, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And that the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks. 
How say you, Sir? can you deny all this? 

Brak, With this, my lord, myselfhave nought to do. 

Glo. Nought to do with mistress Shore? I tell thee , it 
He that doth naught with her , excepting one , 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak, What one, my lord? 

(^/o. JETerliiisbaod, knave. Yfo\iVd*>\V)h»QL\^^vx«:<ltsi<K^ 
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Brak. I do beseech your grace to pardoD me ; andwitlud, 
' f oibear your conference with the noble duke. 

CZor. We know thy charge, Brakenbnry, and will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen's abjects , and must obey. — 
^Brother, fiureweU: I will nnto the king; 
[And whatsoe'er yon will employ me in , 

I Were it to call king Edward's widow sister , 

I I vili perform it to enfranchise yon. 
jli^time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 

Touches me deeper dian you can imagine. 

Clar. I know, it pleaseth neither of us weU. 

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long; 
I Iirill deliver you , or else lie for you : 
lean time, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce : farewell. 

[Exeunt CuLMEVCEy Brakbubcrt, and Guard, 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return, 
le , plain Clarence ! — I do Iotc thee so , 
l^t I will shortly send thy soul to heaven , 
Ifheaven will take the present at our hands, 
lot who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hastings? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious lord. 

Gh, As much unto my good lord chamberlain. 
WeO are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment? 

Hast. With patience , noble lord, as prisoners must; 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
Itiat were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too , 
For they that were your enemies are his , 
And have prevail'd as much on him as you. 

Hast. More pity, that the eagles should be mew'd , 
Whfle kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news ohroad ? 
A^of/, No news so bad abroad f as this at home-.— 
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The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Gh. Now, by Saint Paul, that news is bad indeed. 
O ! he hath kept an CTil diet long , 
And oTer-much consumed his royal person : 
'T is Tery grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he? in his bed? 

Hast, He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

lExit, H 
He cannot live , I hope; and must not die. 
Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven. 
I 'U in , to urge his hatred more to Clarence , 
With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments ; 
And , if I £dl not in my deep intent , 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done , God take king Edward to his mercy , 
And leave the world for me to bustle in , 
For then 1 '11 marry Warwick's youngest daughter. 
What though I kill'd her husband , and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends , 
Is to become her husband , and her father: 
The which will I; not all so much for love , 
As for another secret close intent. 
By marrying her which I must reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horse to market: 
Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives and reigns ; 
When they are gone , then must [ count my gains. 

SCENE II. 

The Same. Another Street. 

Enter the Corpse qf King Uksky the Sixths borne in 
Coffin , Gentlemen bearing Halberds, to guard it; a 
Amnb as mourner. 

Anne, Set down, set down your honourable load , 
If honour may be shrouded in a beatse , 
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Wbilst I a while obsequiously lament 

Th' untimely fidl of Tirtuons Lancaster. — 

Foor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Ihou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it UwAil that I iuToeate thy ghost , 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne , 

Wife to thy Edward , to thy slaughter'd son , 

Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these wounds ! 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

1 pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 

, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 

Cursed the heart , that had the heart to do it ! 

Cursed the blok>d, that let this blood from hence ! 

Vore direful hap betide that hated wretch , 

Ihat makes us wretched by the death of thee , 

Than I can wish to adders , spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping yenom'd thing that lives ! 

If ever he have child , abortive be it , 

hodigious , and untimely brought to light , 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

Hay fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 

If erer he have wife , let her be made 

More miserable by the death of him , 

Than I am made by my young lord , and thee ! — 

Come , now toward Chertsey with your holy load. 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 

And still , as you are weary of this weight , 

Rest you , whiles I lament king Henry's corse. 

iThe Bearers take up the Corpse and advance . 
Enter Glostbr. 
Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse , and set it down. 
Jnnem What black magician eoi^ures up this fiend , 
To stop devoted charitable deeds? 

Gh, Tillains! set down the corse ; or, b^ Saint Paul, 
J TJmake a cone ofbim that disobeys. 
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1 Gent. My lord , stand back , and let the coffin pass. 

Glo. Unmanner'ddog! stand thou when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast , . 
Or, by Saint Paul, I '11 strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The Bearers set down the CoJI 

Anne, What! do you tremble? are you all afraid? 
Alas! I blame you not ; for you are mortal , 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt , thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body , 
His soul thou canst not have: therefore, begone. 

Glo, Sweet saint , for charity , be not so curst. 

Anne, Foul devil, for God's sake, hence , and trouble us n< 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell , 
Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds , 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. — 
O, gentlemen! see, see! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths , and bleed afresh ! — 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity. 
For 't is thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins , where no blood dwells: 
Thy deed , inhuman and unnatural , 
Provokes this deluge mdst unnatural. — 
OGod, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death ! 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's* blood , 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered ! 

Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity » 
Which renders good for bad , blessings for curses. 

Anne, Tillain, thou knoVst nor law of God nor man: 
No beast so fierce , but knows some touch of pity. 
Glo, But I know none , and therefore am no beast. 

j/fme, wonderful, wheiideNV\sU^\i^^Xx^^\ 
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Glo. Morewonderfbl, when angels are so angry. — 
[Toncbsafe , divine perfection of a woman , 
[Of these supposed evils to give me leave 
Ij drenmstance but to acquit myself. 

Aimem Youchsafe, diffused infection of a man. 
Tor these known evils but to give me leave 
By circumstance to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee , let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Arme. Fouler than heart can think thee , thou canst make 
No eicuse current , but to hang thyself. 
Glo, By such despair, I should accuse myself. 
Jrnie, And, by despairing, shalt thou stand excus'd; 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
Hut didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 
Glo, Say, that I slew them not? 

Amie, Then say they were not slain : 

Dot dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo, I did not lull your husband. 

Arme, Why, then he is alive. 

Glo, Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward's hand. 

Anne, In thy foul throat thou liest : queen Margaret saw 
thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
Ibe which thou once didst bend against her breast , 
Bat that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo, I was provoked by her sland'rous tongue , 
Hut laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Arrne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind , 
Hut never dreamt on aught but butcheries. 
Didst thou not kill this king? 

Glo, I grant ye. 

Arnie, Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, Crod grant me too. 
Thou may'st be damned for that wicked deed ! 
0! he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo, The fitter for th e King of heaven that hath him. 
-^zw. Me is In heaven , where thou shall ne^et com*^. 
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Gh. Lethiaifkaiikme, Ikallioiptosaiidkimtliitlier; 
For ke WIS itter for that pbee tkan eaitli. 

Jjme. And thoa unfit for any place bet kdl. 

Gio. Tes, one place dse, if job wOl hear me name it. 

Jjme. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Toor bed-chamber. 

Arme. HI rest betide the chamber vhere ihon liest. 

Glo. SowfllU, Madam, tiU I lie with yon. 

Amu* I hope so. 

Gio. I know so. — Bat, gentle lady Anne,— 

To leaye this keen encounter of our wits , 
And fall sometlung into a slower method; — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 

Jfme, Thou wast the cause , and most accurs'd efltect. 

Glo, Tour beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Tour beauty , that did haunt me in my sleep , 
To undertake the death of all the world , 
So I mi^t liTe one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Jfme, If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 
These nails should rend that beauty fiom my cheeks. 

Glo, These eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck ; 
Ton should not blemish it , if I stood by : 
As aU the world is cheered by the sun , 
So I by that; it is my day, my life. 

Jnne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death thy life! 

Glo, €urse not thyself , lair creature ; thou art both. 

Anne, I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural , 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel just and reasonable , 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 

Glo, He that bereft thee , lady, of thy husband. 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne, His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

(r/o. He Ufes that loves youbeiux \hsii\i^ ^t^xiX.^. 
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. Name him. 

Plantagenet. 

yfhjt that was he. 

The self-same name, but one of better nature. 
. Where is he? 

Here: iShe spits ai him.'] Why dost thou spit at mel 
. ^ould it were mortal poison, for thy sake! 

Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
. Never hung poison on a fouler toad, 
f si^t ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 
. Would they were badlisks, to strilie thee dead ! 

I would they were , that I might die at once , 
they kill me with a living death. 
es of thine from mine have drawn salt tears , 
heir aspects with store of childish drops : 
&s , which never shed remorseful tear ; 
n my father York , and Edward wept 
he piteous moan that Rutland made , 
ick-fac'd Clifford shook his sword at him : 
I thy warlike father, like a child, 
sad story of my father's death , 
ity times made pause to sob and weep , 
he standers-by had wet their cheeks , 
sbedash'd with rain; in that sad time 
J eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
t these sorrows could not thence exhale , 
ty hath , and made them blind vnth weeping, 
ied to friend, nor enemy; 
le could never learn sweet smoothing word ; 
thy beauty is proposed my fee , 
i heart sues , and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[She looks scarr\fuUy at him, 
t thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
ng, lady, not for such contempt, 
engeftil heart cannot for^ye , 
IJend tbee this sharp- pointed sword ; 
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Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 
And let the sool forth that adoreth thee , 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke , 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his Breast open : she offers at it with his S 
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry; — 
But 't was thy beauty that proYoked me. 
Nay , now despatch ; 't was I that stabb'd young Edward ; — 
But H was thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[She lets fatt the S 
Take up the sword again , or take up me. 

Jnne, Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death , 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it 

jinne, I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage: 

Speak it again , and even with the word , 
This hand , which for thy love did kill thy love , 
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love : 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

jlrme. I would, I knew thy heart. 

Glo, 'T is figured in my tongue. 

Jfine. I fear me, both are false. 

Glo, Then, never man was true. 

j4fme. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo, Say, then, my peace is made. 

jinne. That shalt thou know hereafter. 

Glo, But shall I live in hope ? 

Jnne, All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo, Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Jnne. To take, is not to give. [She puts on the i 

Glo. Look, how my ring encompasseth thy finger. 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them , for both of tiiem are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand , 
liou dost conGrm bis liappiness for e^er. 
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j4fme. What is it? 

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad designs 
'o him that hath most cause to be a mourner , 
uid presently repair to Crosby-place. 
¥here (after I haye solemnly interr'd , 
LtChertsey monastery, this noble king, 
^d wet his grave with my repentant tears) , 
[ will with all expedient duty see yon : 
For divers unknown reasons , I beseech you , 
Grant me this boon. 

Jnne. With all my heart; and much it joys me too. 
To see you are become so penitent. — 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me fiemBwell. 

Jrme. T is more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you , 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exetmt Lady ATHSEt Trksbbl, ondBKKKLEX. 

Gent, Towards Chertsey , noble lord? 

Glo. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the rest, with the Corse, 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I H have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What! I, that kill'd her husband, andhisfkther. 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate ; 
With curses in her mouth , tears in her eyes , 
The bleeding witness of my hatred by. 
Having God , her conscience , and these bars against me , 
And I no friends to back my suit withal , 
Bat the plain devil , and dissembling looks , 
And yet to win her , — all the world to nothing ! • Ha ! 
Hath she forgot already that brave prince , 
Edward , her lord , whom I , some three months since , 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman , — 
ham'dia tiie prodigality of nature , 
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Yoang, valiant, wise, and, nodonbt, right royal, — 

The spacious world cannot again afford: 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me , 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince , 

And made her widow to a woM bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety? 

On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier , 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I '11 be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors , 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since I am crept in fiivour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But , first , I '11 turn yon' fellow in his grave , 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. IE. 

SCENE HI. 
The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth , Lord Rivers , and Lord Gret. 

Riv. Have patience. Madam: there 's no doubt, his msj< 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse: 
Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort , 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q.EUx, Ifhe were dead, what would betide on me? 
Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 
Q, EUz, The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 
Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly son , 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 
jff. Eliz. Ah ! he is young ; andM&vaiiwvVs 
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Is pat anto the trust of Richard Gloster , 
A man that loves not me , nor none of you. 

Riv, Isitconcladed, he shall bfe protector? 

Q.Eli*, Itisdetermin'd, ootcodchid^dyet: 
But so it must be , ifthe king miscarry. 

Enter BocKniGHAM and S^AVLtt. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 

Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace. 

Stark. €rOd make your majesty joyfol as yon b^ve beenf ! 

Q, EUs. The- countess Bichnfkond , goo4 my lord 6f Stanley , 
To your good pnrfcr Will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithsianding she 's your wife , 
And loves not me , be you, good lord, assur'd, 
I hate not you foif hei* proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slandetsof her hhe accusers; 
Or, if she be aecus'd on true report. 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Q.Eliz, Saw you the king to-day, mylordofStiikley? 

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, andl^ 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q,Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords? 

Buck. Madam, good hope: his grace speaks cheerfolly. 

Q.Eliz. Crod grant him health! Did you confer with him? 

Buck. Ay» Ifadam: he desires to make atonement 
Between the dake of Gloster and your brothers , 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q. Eli». Would all were well ! — But that will never be : 
I fear, our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Glostbr, HAStniea, oTtrf Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure iC — 
Who are they , that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them iiol*t 
^/bolfPMuJ, xAej/oFeAjs grace bat lighlly, 



16 KING RICHARD UI. 

That All his ears ivith such dissentious rumours. 
Because I canuot flatter, and speak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy , 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live , and think no harm , 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
With silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Grey, To whom in all this presence speaks your grace? 

Glo, To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I injur*d thee? when done thee wrong? — 
Or thee? — or thee? — or any of your faction? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace , 
(Whom God preserve better than you would wish!) 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while. 
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q, Eiiz. Brother of Gloster , you mistake the matter. 
The king, on his own royal disposition , 
And not provok'd by any suitor else , 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred , 
That in your outward action shows itself, 
Against my children , brothers , and myself. 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will , and so remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell ; — the world is grown so bad , 
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman , 
There 's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, bro 

Gloster: 
Tou envy my advancement, and my friends. 
God grant, we never may have need of you ! 

Glo, Meantime , God grants that I have need of you : 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means ; 
Myself disgrac*d , and the nobility 
Meldiacoatempi; while many great pTomotlUna 
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Are dally giyen , to CDooble those 

That scarce , some two days since , were worth a noble. 

Q. Elia, By him that rais'd me to this careful hei^t 
From that contented hap which I enjoy*d , 
I never did Incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence ; but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord , you do me shameful injury , 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo. Tou may deny, that you were not the mean 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment. 

Riv, She may, my lord; for — 

C/o. She may, lord Rivers, — why, who knows not so? 
She may do more , Sir , than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein , 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
What may she not? She may , — ay , marry , may she , — 

Riv, What, marry, may she? 

Glo, What, marry, may she? marry T^ith a king, 
A bachelor , and a handsome stripling too. 
I wis , your grandam had a worser match. 

Q, Eliz. My lord of Gloster , I have too long borne 
Tour blunt upbraidings , and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven , I will acquaint his majesty , 
or those gross taunts that oft I have cndur*d. 
1 had rather be a country serving-maid , 
Tbao a great queen, with this condition — ^ 

To be thus taunted, scorn'd, and baited at: 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret , behind, 

Q.Mar, And lessened be that small , God, I beseech him! 
Ihj honour,, state, and scat, is due to me. 

Glo, What ! threat you me with telling of the king? 
Ten him, and sfiare not : look, what I ha\c said 
iwillMwoaeb, /(i/iresi;ii^ of Che king: 



18 KING RICHARD HI. 

I dare adventure to be sent to tbc Tower. 

'T is time tO; speak ; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q,Mar, Out, devil! I do remember them too well: 
Thou kiirdst my husband Henry in the Tower , 
And Edward, my poor son, atTewksbury. 

Glo, Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries , 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood , I spent mine own. 

Q, Mar. Ay , and much betto* Mood than hift , or thi&e. 

Glo. In all which time , you, and your hu^Miad Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 
And, Rivers, so were you: — was not your husiMud 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban's slain ? 
Let me put in your minds , if yott forget, 
M^at you have been ere this , and what you are ; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q.Mar, AmurdVousvilTaio, and so still thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick , 
Ay , and forswore himself, — which Jesu pardon ! 

Q. Mar, Which God revenge I 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown; 
And, for his meed, poor lord, heismeVdup. 
I would to God , my heart were flint like Edward's , 
Or Edward's soft and pitifU , like mine : 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

(^.Mar. Hie thee to hell fbr shame . and leave this world. 
Thou cacodsmon ! thene thy kingdom is; 

Riv. MylordofGloster, la those busy doys. 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies , 
We foUow'd then our lord, our sovereign king ; 
Soshotddweyott, ifyou should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be? -^ I had rather be a pedlar. 
Farbeltftomitixhearti, the tiiought hereof! 

jp,Eli*, As little joy, toy lord , as you suppose 
Tou should enloj ^ were you this cowD(lrf«\kk%^ 
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As little joy you may suppose in me , 
That I enjoy , bdog the queen thereof. 

Q, Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am she , and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient — [jidomuingm 

Rear me, you wrangling pirates , that fall out 
h sharing that which you have pilFd from me ! 
iVhich of you trembles not , that looks on me? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects, 
fetthat, byyoudepos'd, you quake like rebels 7— 
4hl gentle villain , do not turn away. 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in my sight? 

Q. Mar, But repetition of what thou hast marr'd ; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo, Wert thou not banished, on pain of death? 

Q,Mar, I was; but I do Gnd more pain in banishment. 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thouow'sttome, — 
And thou, a kingdom; — all of you, allegiance: 
This sorrow that I have , by right is yours , 
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glo. Tlie curse my noble ftther laid on thee , 
'When thou didst crown his wariike brows with paper , 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; •— 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc'd against thee , are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Q.Eliz, So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast, ! H was the foulest deed to slay that babe , 
And the most merciless , that e'er was heard of. 

Riv, Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 

Don, No man but prophesied revenge for IL 

Buck, Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 

Q.Mar. What! were voo snarling all , btfofelcunA^ 
htdfio eatcb each other hj the throaty 
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And turn yoa all your hatred now one me? 

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heaven, 

That Henry's death , ray lovely Edward's death, 

Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment, 

Should alt but answer for that peevish brat? 

Can curses pierce the clouds , and enter heaven? — 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses! — 

Though not by war , by surfeit die your king , 

As ours by murder , to make him a king ! 

Edward , thy son , that now is prince of Wales , 

For Edward, our son, that was prince of Wales , 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 

Thyself a queen , for me that was a queen , 

Outlive thy glory , like my wretched self! 

Long may'st thou live , to wail thy children's death ; 

And see another , as I see thee now , 

Deck'd in thy rights , as thou art stall'd in mine ! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And , after many lengthen'd hours of grief , 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen ! 

Rivers, and Dorset, you were standers by , 

And so wast thou , lord Hastings , when my son 

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers : God , I pray him , 

That none of you may live his natural age. 

But by some unlook'd accident cut off! 

Gio. Have done thy charm , thou hateful wither'd hag. 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shalthear n 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store , 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O ! let them keep it , till thy sins be ripe , 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee , the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul ! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 1 
JV^ sleep dose up that deadly eye of Ihme , 
Ualcss U be irlii'le some tormentVik^ dieam 



KING RICHARD IIL 21 

Aifirighfs thee wilb a hell of ugly dcYils! 
ThoueWish-mark'd, abortive, rooting bog! 
Thoa that wast seal*d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature , and the son of hell ! 
Thoa slander of tby heavy mother's womb ! 
Thoo loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 
Thoa rag of honour ! thoa detested — 

Glo, Margaret. 

Q, Mar. Richard ! 

Glo. Ha? 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think , 
That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q.Mar. Why, so I did; but look'd for no reply. 
0! let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo. T is done by me , and ends in — Margaret. 

Q. Eliz, Thus have you breath'd your corse against yourselL 

Q.Mar. Poor painted queen , vain flourish of my fortune; 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider , 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself. 
The day will come , that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad. 

Hast, False-boding woman , end thy frantic curse , 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q, Mar, Foul shame upon you ; you have all mov'd mine. 

Riv, Were you well serv'd , you would be taught your duty. 

Q.Mar. To serve me well , you all should do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen , and you my subjects. 
0! serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q.Mar. Peace, master marquess ! you are malapert: 
Tour (ire-new stamp of hononr is scarce current 
0, that your young nobility could judge , 
What 't were to lose it , and be miserable ! 
They that stand high have many blasts to shake thftm ^ 
^d/fikejrA/JibejrdasbthemseUesio^\^^'i». 
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Glo. Good counsel , marry: — learn it, laanii^» WRVW 

Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as qi^e. 

Glo, Ay, and much more; but I was bopn so |u|^ : 
Our eyry buildeth in the cedar's top , 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the ^un. 

Q,Mar, And turns the sun to s^ade , — alas! ^)|u»!— r 
Witness my son , now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright outp-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your eyry buildeth in our eyry's nest. — 
O God ! that seest it, do not suffer it : 
As it was won with blood , lostbe it so ! 

Buck, Peace, peace! forshaipe, ifnptforp^ntf* 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor sh^me to fpp : 
Uncharitably with me have you dejilt. 
And shamefully my hopes by you are bu^pher'd. 
Idy charity is outrage , life n^y shame , 
And in that shame still live my sorrow's ra^ge ! 

Buck, Have done, have done. 

Q.Mar, O, princely Buckingham ! f 'I)ki8stfiyil«a(i» 
In sign of league and afufty with thee : 
Now, fair befal thee , and thy noble lio^e! 
Thy garments arc not spotted with our blood , 
Nor thou within the compass of my curf^. 

Buck, Nor no one here ; for curses n^(sr PA$9 
The lips of tfaoise that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar, I will not think but they ascepd the sky , 
And there awake God's gentle-sleepipg pejupe. 
Buckingham ! take heed of yonder dog : 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he ^jl^. 
His venom tooth will rankle to tl^e deapi : 
Have not to do with him , beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him , 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glo, What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham? 

Buck, Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

ff.Mar, What! dost thou scorn inft tot m^%<enx^^tA^>Q3QS»i 
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Lod sooth the devil that I vara thee from? 

)! but remember this another day , 

¥hen he shall split thy very heart mih sorrow , 

Lnd say , poor Margaret was a prophetess. -^ 

Aye each of you the subjects to his hate , 

Lnd he to yours, andallofyoutoGod*s! iEwii* 

Hast, My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Riv. And so doth mine. I muse, why she 's at liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her: by God*s holy mother, 
Ihe hath had too much wrong , and I repent 
fy part thereof , that I have done to her. 

Q,Eliz, I never did her any , to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
'. was too hot to do somebody good , 
rhat is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence , he is well repaid ; 
Be is firank'd up to fatting for his pains ; — 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof! 

Riv. A virtuous apd a Christian-like conclusion , 
To pray for Uiem that have done scath to qs. 

Glp. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; 
Forhadlcurs'dnow, I had curs'd myself. [JMe* 

^ntpr CI4TP8BT. 

Cates. Madam , his majesty doth call for you , --«• 
And for your grace , and you, my noble lords. 

Q.EHz. Catesby, I come. -^ Lords, will you go with ine? 

Riv, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt ail but Glostbiu 

Gio, I do the wrong, and Grst begin to brawl. x 

The secret mischififs that I set Abroach « 
Hay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence , whom I , indeed , have oast in darisness , 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, JQiastings, Buckingham; 
ind tell them , 't is the queen and her allies , 
Ibat stir the king against the duke my broihcT. 
hw, tbefJfeli'ereJt; anJ withal whet me 
IK \\^ 
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Tobercveng'donRivcrs, Yaughan, Grey: 
But then I sigh , and , \v'ith a piece of scripture , 
Tell them , that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With odd old ends stoFn forth of hoi writ, 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Enter Two Murderers, 

But soft! here come my executioners. — 
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates ! 
Are you now going to dispatch this thing? 

1 Murd, We are , my lord ; and come to have the war 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon ; I have it here about me. 

{Gives Ike W 
When you have done , repair to Crosby-place. 
But, Sirs, be sudden in the execution , 
Withal obdurate : do not hear him plead , 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps. 
May move your hearts to pity , if you mark him. 

1 Murd. Tut , tut ! my lord , we will not stand to prat 
Talkers are no good docis : be assur*d , 
We go to use our hands , and not our tongues. 

Glo, Your eyes drop mill-stones , when fools' eyes fa] 
I like you , lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

\Afurd, ' We will, my noble lord. [I 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Claredck and Brakemburt. 

Brak, Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? 

Clar, ! I have pass*d a miserable night. 
So full of fearful dreams , of ugly sights , 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man , 
/ would not spend another such a nif^l^ 
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hoQgfa *t were to buy a world of happy days , 
full of dismal terror was the time. 

Brak. AVhat was your dream , my lord? I pray you , tell me* 

Clar, Methought , that I had brolicn from the Tower, 
Lod was embarked to cross to Burgundy ; 
Lnd, ID my company, my brother Gloster, 
Af ho from my cabin tempted me to walk 
[Jpon the hatches : thence we Iook*d toward England , 
ind cited up a thousand hea^7 times , 
During the wars of York and I^ncastcr 
That had befalFn us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches , 
Uethooght, that Glostcr stumbled ; and, in falling. 
Struck me (that thought to stay him) over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord ! methought , what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine cars ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors , heaps of pearl, 
bestimable stones , unvalued jewels , 
'Vll scattered in the bottom of the sea : 
Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes) rcnecling gems. 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep , 
And mock*d the dead bones that lay scatter*d by. 

Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of death , 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep? 

Ctar. Methought 1 had, and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost; but still the envious flood 
Stopt in my soul , and would not let it forth 
To God the empty, vast, and wandering air; 
But smotherM it within my panting bulk , 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Mra^, A wak 'dyou aot iu (his sore agon^^t 
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Clar, No, no, my dream was Iengthen*d after life; 
! then began the tempest to my soul ! 
Ipass'd, metfaought, the melancholy flood , 
With that sour ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetnal night. 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul , 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cried aloud, — "What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?" 
And so he vanished. Then, came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel , with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out aloud , — 
* * Clarence is come , — false , fleeting , perjured Clarence , 
That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ; — 
Seize on him , furies ! take him unto torment ! " 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environed me , and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries , that, with the very noise , 
I trembling wak'd , and, for a season after. 
Could not believe but that I was in hell; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak, No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you; 
I am afraid , methinks , to hear you tell it. 

Clar, Ah, keeper, keeper! I have done these things 
That now give evidence against my soul , 
For Edward's sake ; and , see , how he requites me ! — 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee , 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds , 
Tet execute thy wrath in me alone : 
, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children ! — 
Keeper, Ipr*ythee, sit by me awhile ; 
My soul is heavy , and I fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord: God give your grace good res 

[Clarbncb reposes himself on 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours , 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes bare but tbeir titles for their glories , 
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An outward honour for an inward tofl ; 
And for mireh imaginations, 
IVy often feel a world of restless cares: 
So thai, between tbcir titles, and low name, 
Tbere 's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderer*, 

iMurd. Ho! who's here? 

Br^, What would'st tho«, fellow? and how cam'st thou 

hither? 

1 Murd. I would speak with €larenee , and I came hither on 
n J legs. 

Brak. What I so brief T 

%Murd. T is better, Sir, than to be tedious. — 
iethifliseeoureommisBioa; and tallc no more. 

[A Paper delivered /o Brakbnburt , who rendt^ it, 

Brak, lam, in this, eommanded to deliTer 
The MMe duke 0f Clarenee to your hands : — 
I wfll Rot reason what is meanf hereby , 
Aecaose 1 wilt be guiltless from the meaning. 
There lies the duke asleep , and there the keys. 
IHtol&ekiRg; and signify to him, 
l%at thus I hmt resign*d to you my charge. 

IJAvmI. ¥oumay, Sir; 'tis a point of wisdom: 
Fare yon welL [EaHt Bium«iiii«rt. 

%Mwrd, What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

Mtm^, No; he 'II say, *t was done eowafdly, when he 
wakes. 

% Mw4m Why , he shall never wake until the great judgment 
•day. 

\Mur4. Why, then he '11 say, we stabb'd him sleeping. 

tMw^, The urging of that word, judgment, hath bred a 
^ of remorse in me. 

\Murd. What I art thou afraid? 

%Mm^. Notto kill him, having a warrant; but to be daoHi'd 
for killing hka , from the which no warrant can defend me, 

IMMrd. Itboagbt, thou hadst been resoVuVb. 
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2 Murd, So I am , to let him live. 

1 Rfurd. 1 Ml back to the duke of Gloster , and tell bim so. 

2 ^flird. ^fay , I pr*ylhee, stay a little : I hope , this passic 
ate humour of mine will change ; it was wont to hold mc but wi 
one tells twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 3furd, 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience arc yet wi 
in me. 

1 Afnrd, Remember our reward , when the deed 's done. 

2 Murd, Zounds ! he dies : I had forgot the reward. 
- \Murd, Where *s thy conscience now? 

2 Murd» ! in the duke of Glostcr's purse. 

1 Murd, When he opens his purse to give us our reward , 
conscience flics out. 

2 Murd, 'T is no matter; let it go: there 's few or none , \ 
entertain it. 

1 Murd. What , if it come to thee again? 

2 Murd, 1 'II not meddle with it; it is a dangerous thing, 
makes a man a coward : a man cannot steal , but it accuseth hi 
a man cannot swear, but it checks him ; a man cannot lie with 
neighbour's wife , but it detects him : 't is a blushing shame-fa< 
spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom; it Gils a man full of < 
staclcs : it made me once restore a purse of gold , that by chant 
found : it beggars any man that keeps it : it is turned out of 
towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, that me 
to live well, endeavours to trust to himself , and live without it. 

1 Murd, Zounds ! it is even now at my elbow, persuading 
not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd, Take the devil in thy mind, and bdieve him not: 
would insinuate with thee , but to make thee sigh. 

) Murd, I am strong-fram'd ; he cannot prevail wHh me. 
2 Murd, Spoke like a tall man that respects his roputati 
Come , shall we fall to work? 

1 Murd, Take him on the costard with the hilts of thf swc 
and then throw him into the malmsey-butt in the neit room. 

2 Murd, ,' eicellent device ! and make a sop of him. 
IMard. Sod! bewBkei. 

V 
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2 Mttrd. Strike. 

1 Murd, No ; we '11 reason mih him. 

Clar. [fTakinff.] Where art ibou, keeper? give me a cap of 

^'ioe. 

1 Bfurd, Yoa shall have ivioe enough , my lord anon. 

Ctar. In God's name , ^hat art thou? 

1 J/f/r. A man , as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

\- Mttrd, Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder , but thy looks arc humble. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the king's , ray looks mine owe 

Clar, How darkly, and how deadly dost thou speak. 
Tour eyes do menace me : why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come? 

Both Murd, To, to, to — 

Clar, To murder me? 

Both Murd, Ay, Ay. 

Clar, You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so , 
Afld therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein , my friends , have I olTendcd you? 

1 Murd, Oflended us you have not , but the king. 

Clar, I shall be reconcird to him again. 

2 Murd, Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die. 

Clar, Are you drawn forth among a world of men , 
To slay the innocent? What is my oflcncc? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? 
What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
I'nto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death? 
Before 1 be convict by course of law , 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you , as you hope to have redemption 
Bj Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 
That yoa depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd, What we will do , we do upon command. 

2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded , \s fk^>umi|r 
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Clar, Erroneous vassals ! the great King of Idfigs 
Hath in the table of his law commanded , 
Thai tlloushalt do no murder: will yon, then, 
Spurn at his edict, and fulQl a man's? 
Take he^d ; for he holds vengeance in his hand , 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd, And that same vengeance doth he hurl on thM » 
For false forswearing , and for murder too. 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Bhird. And , like a ^aitor to (be naitte of God , 
Didst break that vow; and, with thy treacherous blade , 
Unripp'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Murd, Whom thou wast sworn to cherts!^ and def^d. 
1 Murd, How canst thou urge God's dreftdful la# U> u^ , 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree? 

Clar. Alas! for whose sake did Ithai ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother , for Iiis sake 
He sends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed , 
O! know you yet, he doth it publicly; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful ann : 
He needs no indirect or Iawlei»s course , 
To cut off those that have ofTond^d hita. 

1 Murd, Who made thee, thlen , a bloody minister , 
When gallant-springing , brave Plantagenet , 
That princely novice , was strbck dead by iSiei^? 

Clar. My brother's love , the devil, and imy rage. 

1 Murd, Thy brother's love , our duty , and tfiy fatilts 
Provoke us hither now lb i^laughtier fhec. 

Clar, Ifyoudolovemybr6ther, bale not m^; 
I am his brother, and Hove him weli. 
Ifyon are hir'd for meed, gobackagalA, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 
Who shall reward you better for my life , 
Tjbaa Edward wiU for tiding otm^^<&i&i. 
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2Murd, Touaredeceiy'd; 7(nirbro(herGlo8terbafe»|di. 
Clar, 0! no; heloyesad, and he holds me dear. 
Go yoo to him from me. 

BothMurd. Ay, soweinlL » 

Clar. tAIhlm, wlie*t]«ate«H>iirtHce9flltli«»1rorlt 
Vt^A Hfe three sons with his victorious arm , 
AM thttff4m from his seal to leve each ofh« , 
He littld tbA^fiB ef this^ dfrMed fiieDdslifp : 
Bid Gloster think otfUM, and ke^tifl weep. 

IMurd, Ay, mill-sfenes; a^ he' kissi^'d vs to Ireep. 

Clar. 0! donotskriderhimy ferhetokind. 

%iku^ Bigit; a» mo^ kt hartest -^ GonNI, jxw deteive 

yourself; 
1 is he that *BdBij»lo dedbrof yt« fae#ct. 

Ctar^ llciMbtotte^ forhebeweptmyfortaae,' 
And hugged me in his amnr, ind swore , With sob9, 
Ihat Be would labour my delirerf . 

1 Murd. Wif , 6o he dMh , when he delivers ^u 
From this earth's thraldoDJtf tei (he }oys of heafeA. 

2 Murd. Make peace ii¥k God , fot you must die , my ferd^. 
Clar. Have you that holy feditig in yoitf setds , 

To cotosel me to make my pellce wlA God , 
And are you yet to your own souls so blind , 
That you will war with God by murdering me? — 
! Sirs , consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed , wflf hate you for the deed. 

lifiird. WttdtslMJlWedo? 

(Mofi Rdimt, aAd'saiM^yotU^ souls. 

Whiihefjwf., if]^uwei^apruDloe*sson,- 
Being pent from liberty , as I am now ,> 
If tvo such murderers as yourselvee-came to you y 
Would not entreat for life >• as you- wouldf beg 
Were you in my distress ? 

\Murd. Relent^l ■«» 'tis cowardly^ and-wOmcnisb. 

Clar. Not to rdeiit, is beastly, satiige , dftViiiisSk.- — 
^/6i^d, IspysomepUffm thy ioeks ; 
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! ifthiDe eye be not a flatterer , 

Come thou on my side , and entreat for me. 

A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

^Murd. Look behind you , my lord. 

\Murd. Take that, and that: ifali this will not do, 

I 'II drown you in the malmsey-butt within. [Exft, with th 
12 Murd, A bloody deed,, and desperately despatch*d ! 
How fain , like Pilate , would I wash ray hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done. 

Re-enter first Murderer, 

1 Mttrd, How now? what meanest thou , that thou he 

not? 
By heaven , the duke shall know how slack you have been. 

2 Murd, 1 would he knew , that I had sav'd his brothe 
Take thou the fee , and tell him what I say, 

For I repent me that the duke is slain. 

1 Murd. So do not I : go , coward , as thou art. — 
Well , I Ml go hide the body in some hole , 
Till that the duke give order for his burial: 
And when I have my meed , I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I must not slay. 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

« 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter RinffEDYTARD, led in sick, i^?/een Elizabeth , D 
Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Gret, andOtht 

R.Edw, Why, so: — now have I done a good day's ir 
Ton peers , continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more to peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Hhers, and Hastings, take each other's hand; 
UssembJe not jour hatred , svear ysm \oNe. 
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Riv. Bybeayen, my soul is par^'d from gradgiiig hate; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like. 

R.Edw, Take heed, you dally not before your king; 
Lest he , that is the supreme king of kings , 
Confound your hidden falsehood , and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

HasU So prosper I, as I swear perfect love. 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart 

R,Edw. Madam, yourselfare notexempt from this,— - 
Nor you, son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you; — 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do , do it unfeignedly. 

Q.Eliz, There, Hastings: — I will never more remember 
Oorforlner hatred, so thrive I, and mine. 

R.Edw, Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, love lord mar- 
quess. 
Dor» This interchange of love, I here protest. 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast, And so swear I. 

R.Edw, Now, princely Buckingham , seal thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies , 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Ruck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
^pon your grace , [To the Queen.] but with all duteous love 
^th cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in tiiose where I expect most love. 
When I have most need to employ a friend , 
And most assured that he is a friend , 
-tieep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
^ he unto me. This do I beg of heaven , 
\^en I am cold in love to you , or yours. 

R.Eduf. A pleasing cordial, princely Biickfaiijitift ^ 
n»riioto m/ sickly heart 
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There wnlelk nvir our brother Gloster here , 
To make the blessed pferiod af Hiis petce^ 

Buck, And, ki good tune, here comes the aeble duke. 

EnUr €flo8ter. 

Glo, Good-morrow to mj sovereign king, and queen; 
And, princely peers , a happy time of day I 

K. Edw* Happy, indeed , as we have spent the day. — 
Gloster , we have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity ^ fair love of hate , 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo, A blessed labour, my most soverei^ ford. — 
Among this princely heap , if any here, 
By false intelligence » or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 
Have au|^t eoramitted fftat is hardly borne 
To any in this presence , I desire 
To recanciie me to his fHendly peace: 
'T is death to me , to be at enmity ; 
I hate it , and dewre all good meo'si bve. — 
First, Madam, I entreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service; 
Of you , my noble cousin Buckingham , 
If ever any grudge were Tod^g^d between us; 
Of you, and you, lord Rivers, andofBorset, 
That all without desert have frown'd on me ; 
Of you, lordWoodville, and kurd Scales, efyoo; 
Dukes, eaTl», lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englfishman idhe , 
With whom my soul is any jut a( eddsf , 
More than the Infiint that is bem to^-^ni^ : 
I thank my God for my humility. 

Q, Eliz, A holy dKf sfadi ftas be kepi hereafter r — - 
I would to God , all strifes were weB eempounded. -^ 
My sovereign lord , I do beseech yoor highness 
To take onr bMrtlitr daiene to yo«r grace. 
irlcf. Wbj, Madam, havelef«t*&\fti«lQttiii9iv 
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To be so floated in &is royal presence t 

Who knows not, that the gentle dake is dead? [Tk&^mUMtmri. 

Ton do him ipjnry to scorn his corse. 

R.Edw. TVho knows not, he is dead! who knows he Is? 

Q, Eliz. An-seeing heaven , what a world is this I 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence , 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K, Edw, Is Clarepce dead? the order was rerers'd. 

Glo. Bathe, poor man, by yoor first order died , 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bare the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried. 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts , and not in blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did , 
And yet go current from suspicion. 

^tter Stamuit. 

Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my service dene t 
R^Edw. Ipi'ythee, peace: my soul is ftiU of sorrow. 
Stan. I will not rfse , unless your highness hear me. 
X.Edw, Then say at once , what is it thou reipiest'st. 
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's Mfe; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman , 
tately attendant on the duke of Norfoflc. 

K. EdtD. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's deaA » 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave? 
Mj brother kill'd no man , his feult was thoiqjht , 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
^Hio sued to me for him? who , in my wrath , 
^eel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd? 
^Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love? 
IHm told me , how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who told me , in the field at Tewksbury, 
Tf^ea Oxford bad me down , he rescued me , 



I 
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And said, ''Dear brother, li?e, and be a king?" 

Who told me , when we both lay in the field , 

Frozen almost to death , how he did lap me 

Even in his garments ; and did give himself, 

All thin and naked , to the numb-cold night? 

Ail this from my remembrance brutish wrath 

Sinfully pluck'd , and not a man of you 

Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters , or your waiting-vassals , 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon , pardon ; 

Audi, unjustly too, must grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would speak , 

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 

For him , poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholding to him in his life , 

Yet none of you would once beg for his life. — 

OGod! I fear, thyjustice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. — 

Come , Hastings , help me to my closet. Ah , poor Clarence ! 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, Dorsbt* 
and Grbt. 

Glo, This is the fruit of rashness. — Mark'd you not , 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale , when they did hear of Clarence' death? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it Come, lords; will you go. 
To comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. lExeunL 

SCENE II. 

London. 

Enter the Duchess qf York , with a Son and Daughter qf 

Clarbmcb. 
Son, Goodgrandam, tell us, is our father dead? 
j^ueA, No, boj. 
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Dmighm Why do yoa weep 80 oft? and beit your braast; 

And cry — *' Garence , my unhappy soa ! " 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head , 
And call us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 
If that our noble ftther were alive? 

Dueh. My pretty cousins , you mistake me both , 
I do lament the sickness of the king , 
As loath to lose him , not your Other's death. 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that 's lost. 

Son. Then yon conclude, my grandam, he is dead? 
The king mine uncle is to blame for it : 
God will rerenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect. 

Dough. And so will I. 

Dueh. Peace , children , peace ! the king doth love you well, 
Incapable and shallow innocents , 
Tou cannot guess who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam , we can ; for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, proYok'dtoitbythequcen, 
Deris'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so , he wept , 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him , as on my father. 
And he would love me dearly as a child. 

Dveh. Ah! that deceit should steal such gentle shape, 
And with a virtuous Tisor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 
Tet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son, Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandamT 

Dueh. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark! what noise is this! 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Ritbrs omf Dorset, 

following Iter. 

Q.EU*. Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and weep, 
To chide mj tortane, and tormeat mysclft 
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I H join mink Mack despair against 97 so ■! , 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. Wliat means this scene of nide impetatoittf 

Q.Eliz, To make an act of tragic violence :r-T^ 
Edward, my lord, thy son, oar long, is dead! . ^r- 
Why grow the branches, when the root is ^^one? 
Why wither not the leaves , that want thejjr sap 7 t-tt 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 
That oar swift-winged sools may catch the king's ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follo:i|r him 
To his new kingdom of ne'er chaqgipg pigl^lr 

Duch. Ah! so much interest h^ye I in tl^ sorrow » 
As I had title in thy noble husband. 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death , 
Apd liy'd with looking on his images ; 
But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by maligpqnt deaUi , 
And I for comfort have but one false glass , 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art 9 mother , 
And hast the comfort of thy children left: 
But death hath snatch'd ipv husband from piine armS| 
And pluck'd two crutches nrom ipy feeble hands , 
Clarence, and Edward. O! whatcaus^havel, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go Ay woes , and drown thy cries? 

Son. Ah, aunt! you wept not for our father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 

Daugh, Our fatherless distress was left unmoap'd ^ 
Tour widow-dolour likewise be unwept. 

Q, Eliz, Give me no help ip ^qientation f 
I am not barren to bring fordi complaints. 
All springs reduce theiir currents to mine eyes. 
That I , being govem'd by tl^e watry moon , 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
Ah, formyhvsbaad, for my dear lord, Edward! 

ChiL Ah, for our father, for ear dear locdCbiauee! 
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DuolL Alas, for both! bodimine, Edward aad Clarence. 

S.Elvi, WhatstayhadI, butEdvard? and he 'a gime. 

CUL Wkaft itay had we , but Clareoee? and he 'a gone. 

Dueh. What stays had I , but they? and they are gone. 

Q, SUz. Was never widow had so dear a loss. 

CbiL Were nerer orphans bad so dear a loss. 

Duch, Was never molher had so dear a loss* 
Ahs! I am the mother of these griefs: 
Ilieir woes are parcelFd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps , and so do I ; 
I for a Qarence weep , so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep , and so do I : 
I for an Edward weep , so do not they : — 
Alas! you three on me , threefold distressed , 
Poor all your tears , 1 am your sorrow's nurse , 
And I will pamper it with kraentation. 

Dor, CdBifort, dear mother: Godismuchdispleas'd, 
That you take with unthaakftilness his doing. 
In common worldly things , 't is cdl'd ungratefol , 
With doll unwillingness to repay a debt , 
Which with a beunteeiuS' hand was kindly lent; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven , 
for it requires the royal d^t it lent yon. 

Riv, Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of (he young prince your sou : send straight for him , 
hi him be crowa'd ; in hira yonr comfort Uves. 
^wn desperate sorrow In dead Edward's graire , 
-^d plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

^nter Glostbr, Buckii9Gham, Stavlbt, Hastings, Eat* 

^IFF, and Others, 

Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause 
^o wail the dimming of our shining star; 
^t none can help our harms by wailing them. — 
^tadam, my mother, I do cry you mercy; 
^ did not see yonr grace. — Humbly on my knee 
^ tnrejroarhJeasing, 
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Duch, God bless thee ; and put meekness io thy breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo, Amen ; [AsideJ] and make me die a good old man! ~ 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing; 
I marvel , that her grace did leave it out. 

Buck, You cloudy princes , and heart-sorrowing peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan , 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-swoln hates, 
But lately splinter'd , knit, and joiud together. 
Must gently be preserved , cherished, and kept: 
Me seemeth good , that, with some little train. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet 
Hither to London , to be crown'd our king. 
, Riv, Why with some little train , my lord of Buckingham? 

Buck, Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude , 
The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous. 
By how much the estate is green , and yet ungovem'd : 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein , 
And may direct his course as please himself, 
As well the fear of harm , as harm apparent , 
In my opinion , ought to be prevented. 

Glo, I hope the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm , and true, in me. 

. Riv, And so in me ; and so , I think , in all : 
Tet , since it is but green , it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach , 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd: 
Therefore, I say with noble Buckingham , 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast, And so say I. 

Glo, Then be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
JUadam, — and you my sister , — mVV-jou^o 

\^ 
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'OUT eensores in this bosiness ? 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Glostrr. 
r. My lord, whoeverjouraeys to the prince, 
's sake , let not us two stay at home : 
le way I 'U sort occasion , 
[ to the story we late talk'd of, 
he queen's proud kindred from the prince. 
My other self, my counsel's consistory, 
le , my prophet ! — My dear cousin , 
:hild, will go by thy direction. 
3 Ludlow then, for we '11 not stay behind. [ExewU. 

SCENE III. 
TheSame^ A Street. 

Enter Two Citizens f meeting, 
I. Good morrow, neighbour: whither away so fast? 
'. I promise you, I scarcely know myself, 
n the news abroad? 

^ Tes; that the king is dead. 

^ in news , by'r lady ; seldom comes the better : 
[fear, 't will prove a giddy world. 

Enter anotfier Citizen. 

'• Neighbours, Godspeed! 

'• Give you good morrow, Sir. 

■• Doth the news hold of good lung Edward's death ? 

• Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help, the while! 
'. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

. No, no; by God's good grace , his son shall reign. 
'. Woe to that land that 's govem'd by a child ! 

• In him there is a hope of government ; 
1 his nonage , council under him , 

k his full and ripen'd years , himself, 

t, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

. So stood the state , when Henry the Sixth 

wn'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

. Stood the state sol no , do , fcood tntu^ > ^a^^^\.\ 



\ 



42 KINO RICHARD fH 

For then this land was famoasly enriched 

With politic grave counsel : then the king 

Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit, Why , so hath this , both by his father and ] 
3 Cit, Better it were they all came by his father , 

Or by his father there were none at all ; 

For emulation , who shall now be nearest , 

Will touch us all too near , if God prevent not. 

O ! full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 

And the queen's sons , and brothers, haught and pren^ 

And were they to be rul'd , and not to rule , 

This sickly land might solace as befbre. 

1 Cit. Come , come ; we fear the worst: all will be 
3CzY. When clouds are seen, wise men put on the 

When great leaves fidl, then winter is at hand : 
When the sun sets , who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 
All may be well; but, if God sort it so, 
'T is more than w« deserve , or I expect. 

% Cit Truly, the hearts of men are full of ilear ; 
Tou cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily , and full of dread. 

^Cit Before the days of change, still is it so. 
By a divine instinct men's minds mistrust 
Pursuing danger r as by proof we see 
The water sweH before a boisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

2 Cit, Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 Of/. And 80 was I: 111 bear you company. 

SCENE IV. 
London, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter the Archbishop q/ToRK , the young Diike o/Yoi 
E1.IZABBTH , and t/te Duchess <{/* York. 
jirch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Strat 
And at Northampton diey do rest to-night: 
To-morrow , ornextday, they 'wVSVbt^iw^. 
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Duehm IkBgwitbtnmybeaittoseetheprHiee: 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q.BHik* Bvllbear, no: they say, my son of York 
flatfa almost overta'en him in his growth. 

York, Aj, mother, bat I wonld not ha^e it so. 
Dneh. Why, my yeong cousin , it is good to gniv. 
York, Grandam, oneni^t, aswedtdsitatmipper, 
Ky mKli Rvrers talk'd how I did grow 
Kore than my brother; ''Ay," quoth my aoeleGloster, 
'* Small heibs have grace , great weeds do grow apace : " 
knd since, metbinfcs, 1 would not grow so Cut, 
Because sweet flowers are alow, and weeds make liaste. 

Dueh. 'Good ftith , '0Md fMk , the saying tf i not hold 
In him that did objeel ihe same I* thee : 
He was the wretched'st thiog when he wss young:. 
So bng a growing , and so leisurely , 
That, ifhis rule were true, he shoidd be gmciouB. 

Areh. And so , no doid>t, he is , my graeiiias Madara« 
Dueh. I hope, he is; but yet let motheis doubt. 
York, Now, fay my troth, ifl had been lememher'd, 
I could haye given my uncle's grace a flout. 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Duck. How, my young York? Ipr^yihcOy lstnBe:he«rit. 
York. Marry, tieysay, my uncle grew so Imt, 
That he could gnaw a crust ai two hours ohls 
T was foil two yea» ere I eouM get a tooth. 
CirtDdam, this would have been a biting jeit. 
Dueh. ipr'ythee, pretlyYoik, wim told tbee tWsT 
York* Grandam, iris nurse. 

Dueh. His nurse! why, she was dead ers thou WHStboriL 
Yofkr If 'twere not she, i cannot tiA who told me* 
QmEU%. A parlous boy. Goto, you are too shrewd. 
dreh. Good Madam , be not angry with the child. 
Q. EU». Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 
drek* JBeneameBameaB^ttgtTi irimiifiiml 
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Mess, Svchnevs, mjlord, as griefcs ne to r^ort. 

Q.EIis. How dolli the prince? 

Jfesf. WcH, MadM, andinb 

Duck. Wlutistfayoevs? 

Mess, Lord Rhers and lord Grej are sent to Pomfrety 
And witk them Sir TbomasTaiiglian, prisoocfs. 

JhteiL WIm hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty didies 

Gloster and Ba^in^ham. 

Jrek. For what offenee? 

Mess. The som of aD I can , Iharedisclos'd: 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed , 
Is all unknown to me, my gracloos lady. 

Q.Eliz, Ah me! I see the rain of my hoose. 
The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind ; 
Insolting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 
I see, asinamap, the end of all. 

Dttch, Accursed and unquiet wrangling days , 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were tost. 
Forme to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss: 
And being seated , and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown , themselves, the conquerors. 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother. 
Blood to blood , self against self: — O! preposterous 
And frantic outrage , end thy damned spleen ; 
Or let me die , to look on death no more. 

Q,EH%, Come, come, my boy; we will to sanctuary. - 
Madam, larewell. 

Ditch, Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. ElU, Tou have no cause. 

Areh. My gracious lady, go, 

[To tlio ft 
Aad tiUiber bur jour treasure and ^oux |j(iQd&. 
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For my part , I 'II resign onto your grace 

The seid I keep : and so betide to me , 

k% well I tender you , and all of yours. 

Go; I 'U conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 
London. A Street. 

The Trumpets sound. Enter the Prince qfWxLEB^ Glostbr, 
BucKiNeHAM, Cardinal BovKCBiRR ^ and Others, 

Buck, Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your chamber. 

Glo, Welcome , dear cousin , my thoughts' sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No , uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Hafc made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy: 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Balh not yet div'd into the world's deceit: 
Ko more can you distinguish of a man , 
Than ofhis outward show; which, God he knows. 
Seldom , or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous; 
Yonr grace attended to their sugar'd words , 
Bat look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 
God keep you from them , and from such false friends ! 

Prince, God keep me from false friends ! but they were none. 

Glo. My lord, the mayor ofLondon comes to greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor , and fas Train. 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy days ! 

Prince. I thank you, good my lord; and thank you all. — 

lExeunt Mayor, <f*c. 
I thought my mother , and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : 
Fie! what a slug is Hastings , that he comes not 
To tell as whether Ihej wiU come or no. 
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Eniw HASTiiies. 

Buck. And in good time here celiies the Sweating ItifdL 

Prince, Welcome, my lordv WhaA) will onr MddMartcdm 

Hant, On what occasion, God he knows, aotiy 
The queen yoor mother , and your brother York , 
Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace , 
But by his mother was perforee withheld. 

Buck, Fie! what an indirect and peevish course 
Istidsdlfheit^'^i.onletttdinal, w1tlyo«irgi^«« 
Persuade therq«M«n Xti^iemA Ihe ^ke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 
If she deny^ lord Hastings ,, go with him. 
And from her jealous arms ^ock him performs. 

Card. MylordefBuciuBgham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the dukeof YmIl-^ 
Anon expect him here : but if she be obdiuate 
To mild entreaties y €rod in heave* £9d>id 
We should infringe the holy privilefe 
Of blessed sanctuary I not for all this land f 
Would I be guil^ of so great a sia^ 

Buck. You are too seaseleB&'obstinata ^ my loi4 , 
Too ceremonious ^ and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the gressness of thi8^ga» 
You break not sanctuary in seiiia§hlin» 
The benefit tfaeraof is always granted 
To those whose dealings^bave deserv'dtlieplaee^ 
And those whe have &e wit te elalm-lhe plaoe: 
This prince hath neither claim'd It , nor deserved it; 
And therefore , for mine o^pfniott , tfftiMdrhlh^ I^ 
Then,. taklng,hira fiwmtfttertcey thfl*i»Dottberd». 
You bfedb AC iwivfi^ nor diarteif Ifaere. 
Oft haTt I hcaid of siuictuary men , 
But sanctuary childreo,' me'evliU new. 

Card. My lord, yoosMle'er^ra]eoiyAiMlfbionoe^<M 
Come on , lord Hastif^ ; wfll' yen go with mtit 

JSTiui. I go, my lord. . 



atSQ niCHARD fit 47 

Prince, Good lords , make all the speedy haste tou ipar. — 

[Kxeunl CiirautatdndHjiiriliBS* 
8ij, imcre6loster, ifonrbfotberepAie, 
Where shall we sojourn (ill our coronation 7 

Gio, where i( seems best unfo your royal sefH 
If I may counsel you , some day , or iifo ; 
Tour highness shall repose you at t^e Tower : 
Then , where too please i and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health an4 recreation. 

Prince. I do not IT&e the Tow6r , ofanypla'ee. — 
Bid Julius Cesar build thai ptac^ , ^y ford ? 

Buck. He did, my gracious lord , b'egtn that place , 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. |s U upon record « or else reported 
Saccessirely from age to age , he built ft? 

Buck. Upon record , my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, itwerenotregister*d, 
Methlnks , the truth should live from age to age , 
As 'twere retailed to all posterity, 
Ereo to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do never live long. [Aside. 

Prince, What say you, lincle? 

Glo, I say without characters fame liVes long. 
Tbas, like the foi'mal Yice , Iniquity, [Aside. 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince, That Julids Cssar was a famoiis man': 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
Bis wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of his conqueror,' 
For now he lives in fame , though not in Iffe; — 
1 11 tell yon what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord? 

Princem An it I live until I be a man', 
1 11 win onr ancient right in France agfaln. 
Or die a soldier, as I Viv'd a king. , .^ 

^5fi?. SAori summers lightly have a forwaid s^nii^* \A*^^^ < 
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Enter York y Hastings, and the CardinaL 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of Tor 

Prince, Richard of York! how fares our noble brother? 

York, Well , my dread lord ; so must I call you now. 

Prince, Ay, brother; toourgprlef, as it is yours. 
Too late he died , that might have kept that title , 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Glo, How fares our cousin , noble lord of TorkT 

York, I thank yon, gentle uncle. O! my lord, 
You said , that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo, He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo, 0! my fair cousin , I must not say so. 

York, Then he is more beholding to yon, than I. 

Glo, He may command me as my sovereign , 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York, I pray you , uncle , give me this dagger. 

Glo, My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York, Ofmy kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo, A greater gift than that I Ml give my cousin. 

York, A greater gift? O ! that 's the sword to it. 

Glo, Ay, gentle cousin , were it light enough. 

York, O! then, I see, you 'II part but with light gi 
In weightier things you 'II say a beggar , nay. 

Glo, It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York, I weigh it lightly , were it heavier. 

Glo, What! would you have my weapon , little lor 

York. I would 9 that I might thank you as you call 

Glo, HowT 

York. Little. 

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in talk 
Uncle t your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
UacUf mj brother mocks both ^ou and me*. 



KING RiCHiRD liL 



49 



Because tliat I am little , like an ape , 

He Ihinlis that you should bear me on your shoulders. 

Buekm MTitb what a sharp provided wit he reasons : 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle , 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself. 
So cunning , 'and so young , is wonderful. 

C/o. My lord, will't please you pass along? 
Myself , and my good cousin Buckingham , 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower , and welcome you. 

York, What! will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 

Prince > My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York, I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo, Why, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost : 
Mfgraudam told me , he was murdered there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live , I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
Bat come, my lord; and, with a heavy heart, 
Thiakiug on them , go I unto the Tower. 

[A sennet. Exeunt Prince y York, Hastikos, Car- 
dinal y and Attendants, 

Buck, Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To (aunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

(f/o. No doubt, no doubt. O ! 't is a perilous boy; 
Bold, quick y ingenious, forward, capable: 
Be *s all the mother's , from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — Come hither , Catesby. 
Hiou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend , 
As closely to conceal what we impart. 
Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way: — 
What think^st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble duko 
Jo ike Meat rojal of Ibis famous isle? 
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Cate. He for his father's sake so bves the priaoe # 
That he will not be won to aught against bim. 

Buck. What think'st thou then of SUnle; ? wifl not 1 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Buck. Well then , no more but this. Go , gentle Ci 
And, as it were far off , sound thou lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower , 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us,- 
EncouragiB him , and tell him all our reasons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,' 
Be thou so too , and so break off the talky 
And give us notice of his inclination; 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils « 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

Glo. Commend me to lord William: tell him, Cates 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret>-castle ;• 
And bid my lord , for joy of this good news , 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck, GoodCatesby, go; effect this business sounc 

Cate. My good lords both , with all the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Gatesby, erewe^eep 

Cate, You shall , my lord. 

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both. 

Buck. Now , my lord , what shdt we do , if we p($re< 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 

Glo, Chop'off his head, man; — somewhat We trill < 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of mef 
The earldom of Hereford , and all the moveablea 
Whereof the king, my brother, wds possessed. 

Buck, 1 11 claim that promise at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yieMed with all kinidned^. 
Come, let 08 sap betimes, thatafiei^ardflf 

msf digest oar complots in soitie tof m. ^ 
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SCENE II. 
Before Lord Hastings' House. 

Enter a Messenger' 

Mesi. My lord! fnylord!— {Knopking 

ffati. [mthin.] —Who knocks? 
Mess, One from the lord Stanley. 
Hast, [mthin.] What is 't o'clock? 
Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot my lord Stanley sleep these tedious nights? 

Mess. So it appears by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble self. 

Hast. What then? 

Mess, Then certifies your lordship , that this night 
fle dreamt the hoar had rased off his helm : 
Besides 9 he says, there are two councils kept; 
And that may be determin'd at the one , 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 
Hierefore , he sends to know your lordship's pleasure , — 
If you will presently take horse with him , 
And with all speed post with him toward the north , 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, ge; return unto thy lord. 
Bid him not fear the separated council : 
His honour and myself are at the one , 
Aod at the ether is my ^ood friend Gatesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us , 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Ten him, his fears are shallow, without instance: 
And for his dreams — I wonder he 's so sim|ple 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers. 
To fly the boar , before the boar pursues , 
Were to ineease the boar to foHow us , 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no cbaM« 
S0, JUdibf master rise and come to me; 
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And wc will both together to the Tower, 

Where , he shall sec, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess. 1 '11 go , my lord , and tell him what you say. [ExUc 

Enter Catesbt. 

Cafe, Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

HasU Good morrow , Catesby : you are early stirring. 
What news , what news , in this our tottering state? 

Cate. It is a reeling world-, indeed, my lord; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

HasL How! wear the garland ! dost tttou mean the crowQ? 

Cate, Ay, my good lord. 

Hast, 1 'II have this crown of mine cut from my shoulders. 
Before I *11 see the crown so foul misplac*d. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? 

Cate, Ay , on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon he sends you this good news, — 
That this same very day your enemies , 
The kindred of the queen , must die at Pomfret. 

Hast, Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries; 
But, that I 'II give my voice on Richard's side. 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows , I will not do it , to the death. 

Cate, God keep your lordship in that gracious mind. 

Hast, But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence » 
That they which brought me in my master's hate , 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I '11 send some packing that yet think not on't. 

Cate. T is a vile thing to die , my gracious lord , 
When men are unprepar'd , and look not for it. 

Hast, O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; ai\Aso'lvj\\ldft 
With some men else, ivho think lhemsc\N«s^s^t« 
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a, and I; who, asthoaknow'st, are dear 

Dcely Richard , and to Backingham. 

te. The princes both make high account of yoa ; 

ey account his head upon the bridge. [jitide. 

ist I know they do, and I have well deserved it. 

Enter Stanley. 
on, come on; where is your boar-spear , man? 
ou the boar, and go so unprovided? 
m. My lord , good morrow : — good morrow , Catesby. — 
lay jest on, but, by the holy rood , 
)t like these several councils , I. 
ist. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 
ever, in my days, I do protest, 

I so precious to me as 't is now. *^ 

you , but that I know our state secure , 
d be so triumphant as I am? 

m. The lords at Pomfret , when they rode from London , 
jocund , and supposed their states were sure , 
ley, indeed, had no cause to mistrust; 
it, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast: 
adden stab of rancour I misdoubt, 
iod, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent. 
isi. Come, come, have with you. — Wot you what, my 

lord? 
f , the lords you talk of are beheaded. '^ 

in* They for their truth might better wear their headg ,. 
some that have accus'd them wear their hats, 
me, my lord, let's away. 

Enter a Pwiutvant. 
St. Go on before ; ) '11 talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt 8tan. and Catbsbt* 
ow, sirrah! howgoes the world wi\]kitil^«^^ 
^Xr The better, tbatyoarlords\i\ppWs«\A^^. 
t lull tbee , man ^ 't is betleT mlYi m^ Ttfy« » 
ea tbou mel'st me last , ^ere uw 'w^ mwX. • 
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Then , was I going prisoner to the Tower , s 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies; 

Bat now, I tell thee, (keep it to thysdf) = 

This day those enemies are put to death , _ 

And I in better state than ere I was. L 

Purs, God hold it, to your honour's good content. k: 

HasL Gramercy, fellow. There , drink that for me. h 

[Throwing^ him fas Punt, ^ 

Purs, I thank your honour. [Ejsit Purst^wmL ; 

Enter a Priest, 

Pr, Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your honour. 

Hast, I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heairt. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath , and I will content you. 

Pr, I '11 wait upon your lordship. 

i^nfer- Buckingham. 

Buck, What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain! 
Your friends at Pomfref, they do need the pncst : *' * ' 
Your honour hath no shriyihg work in hand. 

-Hast, 'Good faith ^ and when I met this hply man. 
The men you talk of came into niy liiiridl ' ' *' ' >"" ^■• 
What, go you toward the Towei*? ' ' * ^ 

Buck, I do , my Ibrd ;' but'long \ cannot stay there : 
I shall return Bfefore your Ibrdshfp thence. ' '' ' * ''' ' 

Hast Nafy j like enough ; ' for t stHy dinner there. 

Buck, And supper too, although'thOu know'st it not. [Aii^^ 
Come, will you go? ^ 

HOMt, ' 1 11 wait upon your lordship. \Exeur9f" 

SCENE III. 

Pomfret. Before the Castle. 

Enter Batcjliff, iDith a Guard , conducting Ritbrs, Grrt, tt9sa 
"" ■ "yjLWBxisiy to Execution, 
Riv. Sir Richard RatcJiflT, let me telf thee ^ : 7:- 
To-daj shalt thon'behold a siibjebl die ' 



i Fottrath, ibirdoty, andfoytpji^Vi. 
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Grey. God ^es^ tht prippe from all the pack of 7011 ! 
k knot you are of damoii^ bloodrsuckers* 

Faugh. Youiiye, that aj^ cry woe fbr this lieriBafller. 
Rat, Despatch: the limit of your live^ is put* 
Riv. OPomfret, Poqafiret! O, thoii)[)loodypri#9P, 
Fatal aed omfnpus to noble pe/sr^ * 
Within the guilty closure of thy ^a])9 » 
lUcbard the Second here was bl^ck'd to death : 
ind , for more slander to thy .<jii9paf|| ^eat , 
VTe giTC to thee puf gnilt)ps9 bipod to dripk* 

Grey, Now Margaret^ cur^e l9 £n||ep upoq our b^4f $ 
Whensheexclaim'don^as^ipgs, yon, ^ndl, 
Tor standing by when Ricliard stabb'd her son. 

Riv, Then curs'd she Richard , then curs'd she Buckingham, 
Thencurs'dstieljtesting^: — |Q, rpipep4)er, (xod, 
To hear her pm^ fpf ^^fP » as i^pw for us ! 
And for my sister , and ^er pppcely fpps , 
Be satisfied, dear God, w|{]i our true blood, 
Which , as thou l^pw'^ , ' iihju^tty inust ))e spilt I 
Rat, MaJLp ^^te : the t^our of death is expiate. 
Riv, toiae^ Grpy, — cpi^ve, Yaughan ; — let us (^ere erobir^ge : 
^Arewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCPNE IV. 
London. A Room in the Tower. 

^VCKISGHAM, Stamlbt, ^AS^INos, th^ BUhop ^Slt, 
Gatbsbt, LpyBJL, ana Others, sifting t^t q V^JfTiki QJj^i^ers 
qfiheCoimetlatt^me,' 

ff/u^ NoWf poble peers, the cause why we are met 
^ to determine of the corppfjtiqn : 
^ God's name, speak, when^thi;si[oy«^l^y7 

Buck. Are all thinigs ready fpr the i^oyaj) t^ne ? 

Stan, They are; 91^4 ^ant )>.ut nomiqaiiop* 

Ely, To-morrow, then, |ju4ge.ahappyday. 

Buck, ygpfi ^^oifs the lord prote^tot'^ mvnd Yi^vi^vci*l 
^P^9'^M^W9r4 wiii^ tie noble dMkc? 
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Ely, Tour grace , we think , should soooesi know bis n 
Buck, We know each other's faces ; for our hearts, 

He knows no more of mine , than I of yours ; 

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine. 

Lord Hastings , yon and he are near in love. 

HatL I thank his grace , I know he loves me well ; 

But for his purpose in the coronation , 

I havfe not sounded him , nor he deliver'd 

His gracious pleasure any way therein : 

But you, my honourable lords, may name the time; 

And in the duke's behalf I '11 give my voice , 

Which, I presume, he '11 take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely, In happy time here comes the duke himself. 

Glo, My noble lords and cousins, all, good morrow. 
I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust. 
My absence doth neglect no great design , 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck, Had you not come upon your cue , my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronounc'd your part, 
I mean, your voice, for crowning of the king. 

Glo, Than my lord Hastings , no man might be bolder: 
His lordship knows mc well , and loves me well. 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holbom, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you, send for some of them. 

Ely, Marry, and wUl, my lord, with all my heart. [Exii 

Glo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes Jam t 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings In our business , 
And Gnds the testy gentleman so hot. 
That he will lose his head , ere give consent , 
His master's child , as worshipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck, Wididraw yourself awhile; I '11 go with yon. 

[Exeunt Glo%tv.ii and'^v^^nx^^ 
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Stan, We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
Yo-morrow, in my judgment, is too sadden; 
For I myself am not so weii provided , 
Ms else I would be , were the day prolonged. 

Reenter Bishop qf Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord , thedukeofGIoster? 
I have sent for these strawberries. 

Hast, His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this morning : 
There 's some conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with such spirit. 
I think , there 's never a man in Christendom 
€in lesser hide his love , or hate, than he; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his fkce , 
By any livelihood he show'd to-day? 

Bast, Marry, that with no man here he is offended; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and BucKraoHAM. 

Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they deserve , 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft? and that have prevaiFd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast, The tender love I bear your grace , my lord. 
Makes me most forward in this princely presence 
To doom th' offenders: whosoe'er they be, 
I say y my lord , they have deserved death. 

Clo, Then 9 be your eyes the witness of their evil. 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is like a blasted sapling withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife , that monstrous witch , 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore , 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast, If they have done this deed , my noble lord , — - 

Clo, If! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk'st thou to me of i&? — Thou art a traitor : — 
OffwUt his bead! — iioir, by Saint Paul 1 sweat , 
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I will not dine Motil I see the same. — 
Lovei, and RatclifiT, look that it be done : 
The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeunt Council, with Gloster qnd Bbcki 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me ; 
Fori, too fond, might |iave prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did rase his hejm ; 
And I did scorn }t , and disdain'd to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-clqth horse ic|id stumbljB , 
And started when he lopk*d upop the Tower , 
As loath to bear me to the slayghter-hoiise. 
O ! now I need the priest tj^at spake to me : 
I now repent I told the parsuivant , 
As too triumphing , l^ow mine enemies , ' 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily wer^butcher'd , 
And I myse)f secure In grace and favour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret! nqw thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. 

Rat, Come, come; despatch, the duke would be at 
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head. 

Hast, O, momentary grace of mortal men! 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God. 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks , 
Lives like a drunken saSor en a mast ; 
Ready with every nod to tuiphle do^n 
Into Uie fatal bowels of tl^e deep. 

Lov, Come, come, despatch: 't is bootlf ss to, exeia 

Hast, O, bloody Richard ! — miserable England I 
I prophesy the fearfull'st timeto thee. 
That ever wretched age hath fool^*d upon. 
Come, lead me to (he block; bear him my head: 
They smile at me , who shortly shaM be dead. 



SCENE V. 
The Same. The Tower Walls. 

vLOSTBRoiufBucKraeHAM, in nuty armouTi iharveiloiu 

ill'-favoured. 

• Gome, coQsin, canst thou quake, add diaiige thy 

colour, 
■ thy breath io middle of a word , 
Bu again begin , and stop again , 
lou wert distraught , and mad wHh terrorf 
)k. Tut ! I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
md look back , and pry on every side i 
e and iUaii at wagging of a straw ,• 
ng deep suspicion : (ghastly looks 
my service, like enforced simles; 
th are ready in their offices ,- 
time to grace my stMagens. 
at! is Catesby gone? 
. He is ; and , see , be brings Ae mayor along. 

Enter tkd Lwd May of and GATSSBt. 
k, Lordmayoi^, -^ 
. Look to the dt*awbridge there! 
Ar. Hark I a drum. 

» Catesby, o'erlook the wdls. 
k» Lord mayor, the reason we have sent, -^ 
» Lookback, defend thee: here ai^ eneniiesl. 
A* God and our innocency defend and guard us ! 

^nter Loybl and Ratcliff , wiffi Ha'stikob' Head, 

. Be patient, they are friends ; Slatcllff, aladLdVd: 

K Here is the head of that ignoble traitdf , 

igerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

. Sodearllov'dtheman, that I must wee]p. 

lim for the plainest hatml^ss 6rea(ture , 

eath'd upon the earth a Chlristian; 

im my book , wherein my soul recorded 

'^rjr of all her seerei thoughts : 
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So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue , 
That , his apparent open guilt omitted , 
I mean bis conversation with Shore's wife , 
He liv*d from all attainder of suspects. 

Buck, Well, well, he was the covert*st shclter'd trai 
That ever liv'd. — 

Would you imagine , or almost believe , 
Were *t not that by great presenalion 
We live to tell it , that the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted , in the council house , 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster? 

May, Had he done so? 

Gh, What! think you we are Turks , orinGdels? 
Or that we would , against the form of law , 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death, 
But that the extreme peril of the case , 
The peace of England, and our persons* safety, 
Enforc'd us to this execution? 

May, Now , fair bcfal you ! he deserved his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded , 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

Buck, I never look'd for better at his hands , 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore; 
Yet had we not delermin'd he should die , ^ 

Until your lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Something against our meanings , hath prevented 
Because , my lord , I would have had you heard 
The traitor speak , and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens , who , haply , may 
Misconstrue us in him , and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's words shall s 
As well as I had seen , and heard him speak : 
ddo not doubt, right noble prmcesYM\\i« 
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But I 'II acqaaintoar duteous citizens 

With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship here* 

To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck, But since you come too late of our intent , 

Tet witness what you hear we did intend : 

And so, my good lord mayor , we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor, 
Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.' 

He mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post: 

There, at your mcetest yantage of the time. 

Infer the bastardy of Edward's children : 

Tell them , how Edward put to death a citizen , 

Ooly for saying — he would make his son 

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house. 

Which by the sign thereof was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which strctch'd unto their scnants , daughters , wives , 
Bvcn where his raging eye , or savage heart. 
Without controul lusted to make a prey. 
Nay , for a need , thus far come near my person : 
tell them , when that my mother went with child 
Of that Insatiate Edward , noble York , 
My princely father , then had wars in France ; 
And by true computation of the time , 
Found that the issue was not his begot; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments. 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father. 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 't were far off; 
Because, my Lord, you know, my mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I 'II play the orator, 

A.S if the golden fee , for which I plead , 

Were for myself : and so, my lord, adieu. 

G!o, If you thrive well , bring them to Baynard's castle ? 

Where you shall find me well accompanied , 

Willi rereread Alters, and weJMcarned bi^o^^. 



^2 ^^^^ RICHARD iri. 

Buck, 1 go; and, towards three or fbor o'clock, 
Look for the Dews that the Guildhall affords. lExit BvciMiiAiL, 

Glo. Go, Lorel, with all speed to doctor ^haw, — 
Go thou [To Cat.] to friar Penker: — bid them both 

Meet me within tlus honr at Baynard's castle* . 

[EseurULOYEL ahdtiriisiJ. 
Now will I go , to take some privy order. 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
Aud to give order, that no manner person ., 

Have any time recburse unto the princes^. {IsM, 

SCENE VF. 
A Street. 
Enter a Scrivmer* , 

Scriv, Here is the indictment of ihe good lord Hastings ; 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd , 
That it may be to-day read o'er }n Paul's: 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together. 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over» 
For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me. 
The precedent was full as long a doing ; . . 
And yet within these five hours Hastings liy'd. 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty.. 
Here 's a good world the while ! — TYho is so gross » 
That cannot see this palpable device? 
Yet who so bold , but says he sees it not? 
Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought » .. «« • 

When such ill dealing must be seen in thought. fSdot 
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The Same. The Court of Baynard's Casde. 

Enter Gloster at one Door, and BvctmeHAvi ai another. 
Glo. How now, how now ! ^at saj the citizens? 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Loi'tf , 
Tbe citizens are mum t stL^noiK'^^TA. 
^io. ToneVd jon the baslard^ ot^d:^^^^ f^^«cs^ 
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Buck. I did; with his contract with lady Lucj, 
1 his contract by deputy in France : 
\ insatiate greediness of his desires , 
i his enforcement of the city wives ; 
> tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 
being got , yoqr father then in France ; 
d his resemblance , being not lilie the doke. 
[thai I did infer your lineaments , 
ing the right idea of your father , 
th in your form and nobleness of mind : 
id open all yonr victories in Scotland , 
or discipline in war , wisdom in peace , 
or bounty, virtue , ftir humility; 
leed, left nothing fitting for your purpose 
itouch'd , or slightly handled in discourse : 
id , when my oratory drew toward end , 
ade them that did love their country's good, 
f ~ ** God save Richard , England's' royal king ! " 
Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck. No , so God help me , they spake not a word; 
t, like dumb statues, or breathing stones, 
ir'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale, 
ilch when I saw , I reprehended them , 
d ask'd the mayor , what meant this wilful silence? 
} answer was , the people were not us'd 
be spoke to , but by the recorder, 
en , he was urg'd to tell my tale again : — 
hus saith the duke , thus hath the duke inferr'd ; " 
I nothing spoke in warrant from himself, 
len he had done, some foUowers of mine own, 
lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps , 
1 some ten voices cried , '* God save king Richard!" 
i thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
hanks, gentle citizens , and friends," quoth I; 
his general applause , and cheerful shout, 
^es your wisdom , andj'OurJoyetoEicluiid:** 
even here brake off, and came away. 
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Gh. What longiiiaess blocks irieretlMylwoiilddieyiioiflfia 
Win not the major, theip, andhisbrethKH, eonie? 

Buck, The mayor is here at hand. loteiid some ftnr; 
Be not yoQ spoke with , but by mighty suit : 
And look yon get a prayer-book in yo«r band , 
And stand between two chnrohmen , good my lord ; 
For on that ground I V undft a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it* 

Glo, I go; and if yon plead as well fiNrthMi, 
As I can say nay to thee for mys^, 
No doubt we bring it to a lappj lis«e. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the tends! the lord nsyor knocks. 

[E^tt GLosm 

Enter the Lord Jf ay or f Aldermen ^ and Citizens. 
Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter fiom the Castle, CATSSttr. 
Now , Catesbyl wbat says your lord to my request? 

Gate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord. 
To Tisit him to-morrow, or next day. 
He is within , with two right reverend lithers > 
Biyinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suits would be be mo?^, 
To draw him firom his holy exerdse. 

Buck, Return, goodCafiMiby, tothie^gmdlollB'dttte^ 
Ten him, mys^^, IhettiayoirttidMermMi, 
In deep designs , in matteref ^;Mit mcwiut , 
No less importing fh«n tm^tmrnk^^ , 
Are come to have some^eonfeMneiB'Wf A his|^e. 

Gate. IH'SlgttfiyM^tBiMhiMtdhimislfligbt. >fAH 

Buck. Ah, ha! mykM^,1hiBiptfaeetotR)i:tti^UMffd« 
He is not hdUng en dkmd 10¥Mi«d , 
Bat on his knees at medRtfitolv; 
MHdtBjIog with a^lMMiyiff «otm«aiis ^ 
lUng with two dMj^tt^rtlMMi; 
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Kot deq^iliig to engross bis idle body , 
But praying to enrich his wfltcfafUl sovd. 
Happy were Enf^and , would this viitnous pHiiee 
Take on his grace the soYcreignty thereof; 
But, sure, I fear, we shaB not win him to II. 

tfay. Manry, €od defend bis grace should say «9 nay! 

Buck. I fear, he will. Here Catesby comes agalR. — 

Re-enter Catssbt. 
Now, Catesby, what says his grace? 

Cote. He wonders to what end yoo have assembled 
Soeh troops of citizens to come to him : 
His grace not being wam'd thereof before , 
He fears, my lord, yoomean<nogoodtohim. 

Buck, Sorry I am 9 my noble cousin should 
Sospectme, that I mean no good to him: 
lyheaYen , we come to him in perfect love; 
And so once more return , and tell his grace. XJ^irif Catbsbt. 
When holy , and devout religious men 
Are at their beads , 't is much to draw them thenee ; 
80 sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Glostbr, in a Gallery «te««, Miumen Am BUHuop^. 

May. See , where his gnee stands Hwe>ftli »iif» e l ei ^jflB g i 1 
Buck. Two props of virtere Ibr a Christian pifnee , 

To stay him from the fall of vanity; 

Aod, see, a book of prayer teb{s<hand; 

True ornaments to knoWKlMfly man. ^^ 

Famous Plantagenet , most graeiouSpHlMte , 

Lend HiTourable ear to our vUfMIA , 

Aod pardon as the interruption 

Of thy devotion, andri^iMihfMflditMl. 

Glo. Mylord, there =tiee^ttfo«Mith'a|»ology; 

1 do beseech your grace to pardon *me , 

Who , earnest in the servide «f my "CrMl , 

Deferr'd ibe notation offbyHrUn&i. 
Aa, UMftagOus, wAilliyoiirgrab^lllMAvMl 
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Buck. Even that, I hope, vhich pleaseth God above , 
And all good men of this ungovern'd isle. 

Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence , 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye ; 
And that yoo come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. Yon have , my lord : would it might please your gr 
On our entreaties to amend your fault. 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you resign 
The supreme seat , the throne majestical , 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors , 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal house , 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock; 
Whiles , in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts , 
Which here we waken to our country's good, 
This noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 
Her face defac'd with scars of infamy « 
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants , 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness , and deep oblivion. 
Which to recore , we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 
Not as protector, steward, substitute. 
Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 
But as successively from blood to blood , 
Your right of birth, yonrempery, your own* 
For this , consorted with the citizens , 
Your very worshipM and loving friends , 
And by Uieir vehement instigation , 
In this just cause come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, ifto depart in silence. 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
//, aot to answer , — yon might \is^V| VlkimV « 
Toague-tiedamhitioB, aoirep\|\u|^« >l\e\dA^ 
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) bear the golden yoke of sovereignty , 

^ch fondly yoo would here impose on me : 

to reproYe you for this suit of yours , 

season'd with your faithful love to me , 

hen, on the other side , I check'd my friends. 

herefore , to speak , and to avoid the first , 

ndthen, in speaking, not to incur the last, 

efiniUvely thus I answer you. 

our love deserves my thanks ; but my desert, 

hmeritable , shuns your high request. 

irst, if all obstacles were cut away , 

nd that my path were even to the crown , 

^ the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 

et so much is my poverty of spirit, 

mighty, and so many, my defects, 

"hat I would rather hide me from my greatness , 

ieing a bark to brook no mighty sea , 

lian in my greatness covet to be hid , 

ind in the vapour of my glory smother'd. 

lut, Godbethank'd, there is no need of me; 

Lod much I need to help you , were there need ; 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit , 

^cfa , mellow'd by the stealing hours of time , 

Vill well become the seat of majesty , 

Lndmake, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

)n him I lay that you would lay on me , 

[be right and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Yhich Grod defend that I should wring from him ! 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in yoor grace; 
\ni the respects thereof are nice and trivial , 
111 circumstances well considered, 
fou say, that Edward is your brother's son : 
lo say we too , but not by Edward's wife ; 
for first was he contract to lady Lucy; 
four mother lives a witness to his vow: 
ind afterward bjr substitute betroth'd 
19 Bona, sister to the king of France. 
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These both pot off, a poor petitioiier , 

A care-craz'd mother to a maja; sods^ 

A beauty-waoing and distressed widow t 

Even in the afternoon of her best dajis,, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye^ 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of his degree 

To base declension andloath'd bigamy. 

By her, in his unlawful bed, begot 

This Edward , whom our manners caU the priaOBu 

More bitterly could I expostulate. 

Save that, for reverence to some aliv«, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue^ 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This poffer*d benefit of dignity ; 

If not to bless us and the land withal. 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the corruption of abusing timeft, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord; your eitizenseBtreal you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proff^M Khre. 

Cate. 0! make them joyAil: grant theii; lawfjut suit. 

6/0. Alas! why would you heap this eaiftoa me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty : 
I do beseech yon , take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to yon. 

Btick. If you refuse it , -^ as in love and zeil. 
Loath to depose the child , your brotb^r'y ma; 
As well we know youc tenderness of hearti, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse^.. 
Which we have noted in you to your kiii4i?ei}^ 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Tet know , whe'r you accept our suil or no , 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in your throQe ,. 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house^u 
Aad, /o this resolution , herewe\e«««\QU»— « 



Come, dtixens, we will entrett no more. 

[Exeunt Bugkrigham and CUtMetu. 

Cote. Call him again, sweet pcidee.; accept their siiU: 
If jou deny them , all the land will me it. 

Glo, 'Will yon enfocee me to a world of careeT 
Call them again : lam not OMde of stone, 
lot penelraUe to your kind entreatiee, [EwittXTWtmt. 

Albeit against my conscience , and my sool. — 

Re-enter BvcKin^BAM,^ im4iktir9$U. 

Coasin of Buckingham, and sage, gwremen. 
Since yon will bncklt fortune on my hadi , 
To bear her burden, whe'riwill, or no, 
1 must have patience to endure tlM load: • 
But if black scandal , or foul-fiic'd reproaeh , 
Attend the aeqael of your iapoeMon , 
Tour mere enforemnent shall acquitianoe me 
From an the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God doth know, and you may partly see. 
How fitr I ai^ from die desireof this^ 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it. 

Gh. In saying so, yon shaU but say the truth. 

Buck. Then I salute yon withlMeroya^ title, — 
Long liye king Bichard, EnglBni*s worthy king! 

AU. Amen.. 

Buek> TOfAioirow may it please yo« to be crowned? 

Glo, Eycu when yon please, for you will haxe if so. 

Buck, To-morrow, thoA, we will attend yovpgnee^ 
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

GkK Come, leiusto out holy work anin. [To the Bishops, 
Farewett, mf ooinshiL: -.^ teemall, gentle memlsv 

[BJgetmt, 



VA 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Before the Tower. 

Enter t on one side ^ i^f/flen Elizabeth , Duchess qf York, an 
Marquess of Dorset; on the other, Anne, Duchess t 
GijOSTBRy hading Lady "Marbarut , Planta&bnbt, Cla 
rencb's young Daughter, 

Duch, Who meets us here? — my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ! 
Now, for my life, she 's wand*ring to the Tower , 
On pure heart's loYe , to greet the tender prince. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces hoth 

A happy and a joyful time of day. 

Q.Eliz. As much to you, good sister: whither away? 

Anne. No farther than the Tower ; and, as I guess, 
Upon the like demotion as yourselves , 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q.Eliz, Kind sister, thanks: we'll enter all together: 

Enter Brakbnburt. 

And in good time here the lieutenant comes. — 
Haster lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince , and my young son of York? 

Brak. Right well, dear Madam. By your patience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them : 
The king hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 

Q. Elis. The king ! who 's that? 

Brak. I mean the lord protector. 

Q. Eli». The Lord protect him from that kingly title ! 
Hath he set bounds between their love , and me? 
I am their mother ; who shall bar me from them? 

Duch. I am their father's mother; I will see them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law , in love their mother: 
Then, bring me to their sights ; I '11 bear thy blame , 
And take thy office from thee , on my penl. 
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Brak. No, Madam, no; I may not leaYe it so : 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit BrAK£19BURT. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you , ladies , one hour hence, 
And I H salute your grace of York as mother , 
And re?erend looker-on of two fair queens. — 
Come, Madam, yoo must straight to Westminster, 

[7V> the Duchess qf Gloster. 
there to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 

Q.Elis, Ah! cut my lace asunder. 
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat , 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 
jtnne. Despiteful tidings ! O, unpleasing news ! 
Dor, Be of good cheer : — mother , how fares your graceT 
Q.Eliz, Dorset! speak not to me, get thee gone; 
I^eath and destruction dog thee at thy heels : 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outstrip death , go cross the seas , 
And live with Richmond from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee, Arom this slaughter-house, 
l.est thou increase the number of the dead , 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse , — 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's 'counted queen. 

Stan, Full ofwise care is this your counsel. Madam.— 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 
You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

Dueh, illHlispersing wind of misery ! — 
0, my accursed womb ! the bed of death, 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world , 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan, Come, Madam, come: I in all haste was sent. 
Anne, And I with all unwillingness will go. — 
01 woaid to God, that the inclusive verge 
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Of golden meUl, tliatma^trouodmybFow;,. j 

Were red-hot steel to sear me to tlie braio ! i 

Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; ^ 

And die , ere men can say — God save the queen ! ^ 

Q.Eliz, Go, go, poor soul, i envy not thy glory ; , 

Tofeedmyhumoor, wish thyself no harm. i 

Anne, No ! why? — When he , that is my, hiislKWid W^% \ 

Came to me, as I followed Henry's corae; ^ 

When scarce the blood was well wash'd from hi^haod^t j 

Which issn'd from my other angel husband , ; 

And that dear saint which , then , \ weej^i^ff followed; 

O! when, I say, I look'd on Eichard's face , 

This was my wish , — '* Be thou ," quoth I , *' ajccwis'd., 

For making me , so young , so old a widow ! 

And, when thou wedd'st, let sorrow haunt thy bad; 

And hie tby wife (if any be so mad) 

More miserable by the life of thee , 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lordfa dealbil " 

Lo! ere I can repeat this curse agaiq , 

Within so small a time , my woman's heart 

Grossly grew captive to his honey words* 

And prov'd the subject of mine owui soul's eunse^ 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from re8(.ii 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep , 

But with his timorous dreams was still awa^'d^ 

Besides , he hates me for my Cither Warwicik ; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q,EU», Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy complaioiogf 
jirme. No more than with my soul I mouri fw j)QW4» 
Dor. Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of glory, 
Aime. Adieu, poorsoiid, that tak'st thy l^ava ofiU. 
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good foirtune giil49 tkcuo^*^ 

[;r«.DoMnf* 

GothoutoBkhard, a«d good angels tend thee !^ [7!»J|uiiib. 
Go thou to sanctuary , and good thoughts posseasthae ! 



KINa RICBARD UL 



73 



ItomjgFtTe, when peace tad reslIiewiUi dm! 

Eightfoddfemof 90ffrow.toe IseeQ» 

And each hour's joy wrecfc'd with a week of Ucou 

Q.MHtk. Staf yet; lookback, with me, auto the Tower. — 
Pity, you andent stones, those tender babes. 
Whom enfy hath hBmnr'd within your waUs ; 
leof^ cradle fir each Utile preUy ones ! 
Bode ragged muse t old auUen play-feUow 
For tender princes ». ose my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids yonr stones farewell. [SmwU. 

SCENE 11. 
A Room of State in the Palace. 

Sound a Sennet, Richjlrd, as King upon his Throne; Buck- 
IMGHAM, Catksbt, a Page ^ and Others, 

K. Rich. Stand all apart — Cousin of Buckiogham * 
Buck, B^ gracious savereigo. 
R.Rieh. GiYC me thy hand. Thushi^, by tby advice, 
And thy assistance , is king Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day , 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. StiU lire they, and for ever let them last ! 
K.Bxeh. Ah! Buckingham, now do I play the toach , 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed. — 
Young Edward lives. — ■ Think now what I would speak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 
R.Rhh. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king^ 
Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned lord. 
R.Rieh. Ha! am I king? 'Tisso; but Edward lives. 
Buck, True, noble prince. 
R.Rieh, bittev consecpienee , 

That Edward still should live , -^ true ^ aoble princA. — 
Cousin , thou wast not wont to be so dull: — 
Shalll betpUin?-^! wishthe bastaids dead; 
And I would have it suddenly performed. 
What utfst thou now ? speak suddenly ^ be biM« 
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Buck. Tour grace may do your pleasure. 

K.Rich. Tut, tut! thou art all ice , thy kindness freeies. 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck, Give me some little breath, some pause, dear lord, 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve you herein presently. [Exit BocKiNeHili. 

Cate, The king is angry: see, he gnaws his Up. [dritu 

K. Rich* I will converse with iron-witted fools , 

[Descends from his Thrmm* 
And unrespective boys : none are for me , 
That look into me with considerate eye. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 
Boy! — 

Page. My lord. 

K.Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Will tempt unto a close exploit of death? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman , 
Whose humble means match not his haughty spirit: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators , 
And will , no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name? 

Page. His name, my lord, isTjrrd* 

K.Rich. I partly know the man : go, call him hither, boy. -^ 

[BaeitPagim 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels. 
Hath he so long held out with me untir'd. 
And stops he now for breath? — well , be it so. — 

Enter Stanlbt. 

How now 9 lord Stanley? what 's the news? 

Stan, Know, my loving lord , 
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Bichmond , in the parts where he abides. 

K.Rich, Come hither, Catesby: rumour it abroad , 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 
/ wiJI take order for her keeping dose. 
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nqain me <rat some mean poor gentleman , 

^Thom I will marry straight to Clarence* daughter: — 

Ae boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 

jooit 9 how thoQ dream'st ! — I say again , give out , 

Chat Anne my qiieen is sick , and like to die : 

kbont it ; for it stands me moch upon , 

Co stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. — 

[Exit Catbsbt. 
[ must be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass, t— 
Murder her brothers , and then marry her 7 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
8o far in blood , that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page f withTTRREL, 

IsthynameTyrrel? 

7^. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

R.Rich. Art thou, indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine ? 

Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich. Why , then thou hast it : two deep enemies , 
Foes to my rest , and my sweet sleep's disturbers , 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon. 
Tjrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

T)fr. Let me have open means to come to them , 
4nd soon I '11 rid you from the fear of them. 

R^Rieh. Thou sing'st sweet music. Hark, come hither, 

Tyrrel: 
Go, by this token. — Rise , and lend thine ear. [Jfliupers. 

fhere is no more but so : — say , it is done , 
ind I will love thee , and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr. I will despatch it straight. • [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 
Buck. Vflord, IJbAFecoosider'dihmyfDVad 
^bie demand that yoa didsoand me in. 
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K.Rich. Wen, let that rest. Dorset is fled 4o. 

Buck, I liear tbe mems , my lord. 

K. Rwh. Stanley , he is year wife's so& : — «fptn Iefl4 ubI 

Buck, Myl<H*d^ Iclanithegift, my doe by promise^ 
For which your honour and your faith is ptwn<d; 
Th' earldom of Hereford , and the moveables. 
Which yoo have promised I shaU possess. 

B.Buffu Stanley, look to your wife : if she convey 
Letters to Richmond , yoa shaU ansivter it. 

Buck, What says your hii^ws to my j ost rctiiBest ? 

K, Rich. I do remember me , ^^ Benry the tsistli 
Did prophesy , that Richmond sbosld foeiung^ 
When Richmond was a little peoHsb boy. 
A king ! — perhaps — 

Buck. My lord , — 

R. Rich* How chance , the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 

Buck. Hylord, your promise for the earldom , — 

R. Rich. Richmond ! — When last I was lit Eteter , 
The mayor in courtesy sliowM me the castle , 
And call'd it — Rouge-mont : at which name I stnted.. 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once,, 
I should not live long ailer I saw Eidhmond. 

Buck. My lord , — 

R.Rich. Ay; wbat*s b^clockt 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace In MnH 
Of what yon promised me. 

R.Rich. Well, butiv1kat''s o'ctockt 

Buck. t^on'Oie strdk«\9n 

R.Rieh. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why , let itidtriklir 

R.Rich. Because that, ffkeaJteck, throukeqphsttfrer^lirdl 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-dliy. 

Buck. Why, then fosolfe«ie whether ^n will, or no. 

jr« RieJk. Thdii4rodbk^ met i'tn noC tn tiM tete* 

PoDMoU RteglkenaJWk^M4!Kv 

V 
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Btidk. And is it UrasT repays he my deep senrice 
With soch contempt? made I him lung for thlsT 
0! let me Ifaiak on Bastings, and he gone 
TheBrechnoeky irhilamyfBarliilheadiBon. 

SCENE m. 

The Same. 

Sni^ Ttmibl. 
1)fr. Tlie tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre , 
Ihrt e?er yet this land was gnilty of. 
B^tonandFMrrest, whom I did sidrnm 
To do this piece of mlliftil butchery , 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 
Helted with tendetwws and mild compassion , 
Wept like to children hi Iheir death's sad slory. 
"Oh! thus/' quoth DIghton, **lay the gentle hahes," — 
"Thus, thus," quoth ysomst, '^girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms: 
Tlieir lips were four red roses on a stalk , 
And in their summer beauty kiss'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Wliidiorice," qtfoth Forrest, ** almost chang'd my mind; 
lot, O! the defil"^>tbere the villain stopp'd; 
When Dightonlhus told our, — ** we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That, from the prime creation , e'er she fram'd." 
Bence both are gone with conscience 4ind remorse ? 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both. 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

And here he comes. — All health, vy ssTtrcigiirloiAl 
K.Rieh. KindTyrrel, amiihapfyinihiiiewsT 
Tyr. If to have doneitteifaing|Mkg»ve>iB«ha«p 

legetjourhappineitoy jbe/hnpfqrlhai^ 
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R. BUh. But did'st thoa see them dead? 

T)fr. Idid, my lord. 

R.Rich. And buried, gentle Tjnel? 

t^. The chaplain of the Tower hath baried them; 
Batniiere, to say the tnith , I do not know. 

R. Rich. Come to me , Tyrrel , soon , and after sapper , 
When thoo shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time , but think how I may do thee good , 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell, till then. 

Ttfr. I hombly take my leave. [Exi 

R. Rich . The son of Clarence haTe I pent np close ; 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom , • 
And Anne my Idfe hath bid this world good night. 
Now , for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At yoong Elizabeth , my brother's daughter , 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown , 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catbsbt. 

Cai9. My lord! — 

R. Rich. Good or bad news , that thou com'st in so Unntlyl 

Cote. Bad news , my lord : Morton is fled to Richmond ; 
And Bucking^iam , back'd with the hardy Welshmen , 
Is in the field , and still his power encreaseth. 

R. Rie/u Ely with Richmond troubles me more near , 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come; Ihaveleam'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 
Dday leads impotent and snail-pae'd beggary: 
Then, fiery eqpeditioa be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king. 
Go, mostermens nycoonsdismyshidd; 
WeBastbebriefy when traitois brave the field. 
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SCENE IV. 
The Same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

r. So, DOW prosperity begins to mellow, 

into the rotten mouth of death. 

lese confines slil j have I lurk'd , 

the waning of mine enemies. 

taction am 1 witness to , 

o France; hoping, the consequence 

e as bitter, black, and tragical. 

'thee, wretched Margaret: who comes here? [Retiringm 

er Queen Elizabeth and tfie Duchess qf York, 

s. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes ! 

wn flowers , new-appearing sweets ! 

r gentle souls fly in the air , 

>t fix'd in doom perpetual , 

>at me with your airy wings , 

your mother's lamentation. 

T. Hover about her ; say , that right for rig^t 

m'd your infant morn to aged night. 

. So many miseries have craz'd my voice , 

iroe-wearied tongue is still and mute. — 

lantagenet, why art thou dead? 

cr. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet ; 

or Edward pays a dying debt. 

»• Wilt thou, OGod! fly from such gentle lambs, 

ft them in the entrails of the wolf? 

1st thou sleep , when such a deed was done? 

\r. When holy Harry died , and my sweet son. 

. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal living ghost, 

me, world's shame, grave's due by life usurp'd , 

ract and record of tedious days , • 

lores/ oa Eaglaad's /awfnl earth, \SUtbis dnunu 

'oude dnwk with innocent bloodl 
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Q.EHz, Ah! that thoa wovld'st as soon afford a grare 
As Uioa canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
Then woold I hide my bones, not rest then here! 
Ah! who hath any cause to moom, bat we? 

[Siltinff down I 

Q. Mar. If ancicat sorrow be nwst referent, 

Gif e mine the benefit of seniory , 

And let my griefs frown on the ^»per hand. • 

If sorrow can admit society , [Siitin^ damn mriik 

Ten o'er yoor woes again by viewing mine : — 

IhadanEdward, tiU a Richard kifi'd him : 

I had a husband, tinaRicindldll'dham; 

Thoa hadst an Edward , till a Richard kill'd him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard , till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dueh, I had a Richard too , and thou didst kitt him : 
I had a Rutland too ; thoa holp'st to kill him. 

Q.Mar. Thoa hadst a Clarence too, and Richard kiU'd 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hoand , that doth hant as all to death : 
That dog , that had his teeth before his eyes , 
To worry lambs , and lap their gentle blood : 
That foul defiicer of God's handy-work , 
That reigns in galled eyes of wecpiog.sools , 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth , 
Thy womb let loose , to chase as to our grares. — 
O! upright, just, andtme^isposiagGod, 
How do I thank thee , that this earaai cor 
Preys oil the issoe of his mothei^ bo^. 
And makes her pew-fellow with other'd moan ! 

Dueh. 0, Btfry'swife! triumph not in mfwoesi: 
God witness with me , .1 hare wept for thlne« 

Q.Mar, Rearwidime: taniF hungry for rerfeogtv 
And now I cloy me with beh6ldiog ^ 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd nlfEdwlBrd; 
nyaHierEdwmddt^A^ toqaiim^Sd^raid; 
Totk be ia bat b6ot » beBin»\i«t&itei^ 
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I the high perrectfon of my loss. 

oce he is dead , thai stabb'd my Edward ; 

•eholdcrs of this franlic play , 

!rate Hastings , Rivers, Vaugfaan, Grey, 

smother'd in their dusky graves. 

et lives , hell's black intelligencer, 

rv'd their factor, to buy souls . 

them thither; but at hand, at hand, 

s piteous and nnpitied^nd : 

es, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray, 

im suddenly convcy'd from hence. — 

» bond oflife, dear God ! I pray, 

y live and say , the dog is dead. 

s. ! thou didst prophesy, the time would come, 

uld wish for thee to help me curse 

ed spider, that foul buncb-back'd toad. 

r. I call'd thee then , vain flourish of my fortune ; 

;ethen, poor shadow, painted queen ; 

Qtation of but what I was, 

*ing index of a direful pageant, 

i o' high , to be hurl'd down below: 

only mock*d with two fair babes; 

•f what thou wast ; a garish flag , 

aim of every dangerous shot; 

iignity, a breath, a bubble; 

1 jest, only to fill the scene. 

Ihy husband now? where be thy brothers? 

thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy? 

, and kneels, and says — God save the queen? 

the bending peers that flattcr'd thee? 

the throngi ug troops that follow'd thee ? 

1 this , and see what now thou art. 

wile, a most distressed widow; 

mother, one that wails the name; 

ingsuedto, one that huimbly sues; 

, a WfjrcaIli/rcrowa*d withe An: 

tscom'datme, nowsoom'diofiiie; 
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For one being fear'd of all , now fearing one ; 

For one commanding all , obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice whirFd about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wast 

To torture thee the more , being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place , and dost thou not 

Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 

Now , thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke ; 

From which, even here, I slip my wearied head , 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, and queen of sad mischance- 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q.Eliz, Othou! well skill'd in curses , stay a while, 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies , 

Q.Mar, Forbear to sleep the night , and fast the day; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were , 
And he that slew them fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse : 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q, EUs, H y words are dull ; ! quicken them with thim 

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce like n 

[Exit Queen Marga 

Diich. Why should calamity be full of words ? 

Q. EUm. Windy attorneys to their client woes , 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys , 
Poor brenthing orators of miseries ! 
Let them have scope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Dueh, If 80, then be not tongue-ty'd : go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let 's smother 
Hy damned ton , that thy two sweet sons smothered. 

\A. Trwrngei hi 

n0tnuopet§oun6at bec<^ioii8iR«itU\isA. 
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Enter King "RiCfULKD , and hU Train ^ nutreking. 

Km Biehm Who intercepts me in my expeditionT 

Ihiek* O! she, that might hare intercepted thee , 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb , 
From all the slinghters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

Q. EU%. Hld*8t thou that forehead with a golden crown , 
Where should be branded , if that right were right , 
The slaui^ter of the prince that oVd that crown , 
And the dire death of my poor sons , and brothers? 
Tell me 9 thouTiUain-slave, where are my children? 

Dueh. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother Clarence, 
And little Ned Plantagenet , his son? 

Q.EUz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Yaughan, Grey? 

Dueh. Where is kind Hastings? 

K.Rieh, A flourish, trumpets! — strike alarum , drums! 
Let not the heaTcns hear these tell-tale women 
Bafl on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I say! — 

\Flourish, Alarums. 
Either be patient , and entreat me fair , 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duelu Art thou my son? 

K.Kzch, Ay; I thank God, my father, and yourself. 

Duck. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K.Bich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition. 
That cannot brool^ the accent of reproof. 

Duch. O! let me speak. 

K.Rieh. Do, then; but I '11 not hear. 

Dueh* I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K.Bich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haste. 

Dueh, Art thou so hasty? I have stay'd for thee , 
God knows , in torment and in agony. 

K. Bieh. And came I not at last to comfort you? 

Dueh. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well. 
Thou cam*st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Teietf and wajward was ihj infancy I 
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Thy sehool-dajs , frightful, desperate, wild and funoos; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous: 
Thyageconfirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name. 
That ever grac'd me with thy company? 

R. Rich. Taith, none, but Humphrey Hotnr, that cali-d 

your grace 
To break fast once forth of my company. 
If I be so disgracious in your eye , 
Let me march on, and not offend you, Madam. — 
Strike up the drum ! 

Duck. Ipr'ytbee, hear me speak. 

R. Rich. Tou speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

R, Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die by God 's just ordinance , 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish , 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore , take with thee my most grievous curse ; 
Which in the day of battle tire thee more , 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear*st! 
My prayers on the adverse party Ggbt; 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies , 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art , bloody will be thy cud ; 
Shame serves thy life , and doth thy death attend. iEofii, 

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause , yet much less spirit to curse 
Abides in me: I say amen to her. [Gping^ 

R. Rich. Stay , Madam , I must talk a word with you. 

Q. EHz. I have no more sons of the royal blood , 
For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, Richard, 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their U\e&. 
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R.mek. ToatoreadMgbtereiJl'dElliabelh, 
Yirtiioitsaiidfiiir, royal and gracioos. 

g. EHm. And must she die for thisT O ! let her Ihre , 
And I *& cornipt her manners , stain her beauty ; 
Slander mysdf as false to Edward's bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live nnscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 

R.Rieh. Wrong not her birth ; she is a royal princess. 

Q.EliM. To save her life , 1 11 say she is not so. 

R. Rich, Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eltz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 

R.Rich. Lo! at dieir birth good stars were opposite. 

Q.EWt. No, to their lives Ul friends were contrary. 

R. Rich. All una voided is the doom of destiny. 

Q.Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny. 
Hy babes were destin'd to a fairer death , 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 

R.Rieh* Tou speak, as ifthat I had slain my cousins. 

Q. EUz* Cousins , indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts , 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart , 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
]|{y tongue should to thy ears not name my boys , 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes ; 
And I , in such a desperate bay of death , 
Like a poor bark , ofsails and tackling reft, 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

R, Rich, Madam , so thrive I in my enterprize , 
And dangerous success of bloody wars , 
As I intend more good to you and yours , 
Than everjou or yours bj me were h«rm*dl 
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Q. Eli%. What good is covered with the lace of beaifCB , 
To be discovered , that can do me good? 

R.Rich. Th'adyaDcement of your children, gentle ladj. 

Q.Eliz, Up to some scaffold , there to lose their heads? 

If. Rich, Unto the dignity and height of honour. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 

Q. EH%, Flatter my sorrow with report of it : 
Ten me, what state, what dignity, what honour. 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine? 

K.Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and aU» 
Will I withal endow a chUd of thine ; 
8b in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs , 
Which , thou snpposest , I have done to thee. 

Q.EHz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 

R. Rich. Then know , that from my soul I love thy daughte 

Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her soul. 

R. Rich. What do you think? 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul. 
So, from thy soul's love , didst thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 

R. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning. 
I mean , that with my soul I love thy daughter. 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Q.Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be her king 

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who else should b 

Q.Eliz. What! thou? 

R.Rieh. Even so: how think you of it? 

Q. EH%. How canst thou woo her? 

K. Rich. That I would learn of yo 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

R.Rich, Madam, with all my heart. 

Q.Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then, haply, will she weep: 
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resent to her, — as sometime Margaret 
ither , steep'd in Rutland's blood , — 
hief; which, say to her, did drain 
sap from her sweet brother's body , 

* wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
;ement move her not to love , 
etter of thy noble deeds ; 

u mad'st away her oncle Clarence , 

livers; ay, and, for her sake, 

k conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

. Ton mock me, Madam: this is not the way 

* daughter. 

There is no other way , 
couldst put on some other shape , 
Richard that hath done all this. 

Say, that I did all this for love of her? 

Nay , then indeed , she cannot choose bat hate thee, 
ght love with such a bloody spoil. 

Look, what is done cannot be now amended? 
eal unadvisedly sometimes , 
-hours give leisure to repent : 
the kingdom from your sons, 
lends I '11 give it to your daughter. 
I'd the issue of your womb , 
your increase , I will beget 
)f your blood upon your daughter. 
8 name is little less in love , . 
doting title of a mother : 
children , but one step below , 
r mettle, ofyour very blood; 
ain , save for a night of groans 
ber , for whom you bid like sorrow, 
en were vexation to your youth ; 
lall be a comfort to your age. 
1 have is but a son , being king , 
loss your daughter is made queen, 
ke you what amends I would , 

VII 
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Therefore, accept spdi fciadaeM as I caa. 

Dorset, yoursoo, that with a fearftil soul 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil , 

This Cur alliance qoicU j shall call home 

To h]||i promotions and great dignity : 

The king , that calls your beauteous daughter infe » 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of distressful times 

Repaired with doidrfe riches of cootenL 

What! we hare many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed , 

Shall come again transformed to orient pearl, 

Adfantaging their loan with interest 

Often-times-double gain of happiness. 

Go then , my mother ; to thy daughter go : 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart th' aspiring flame 

Of golden sov'reignty ; acquaint the princess 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 

The petty rebel , dull-brain*d Buckingham , , 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won , 

And she shall be sole victress , Cesar's Cssar. 

Q.Eliz, What were I best to say? her father's bn 
Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncle? 
Or he that slew her brothers , and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee , 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 

K, Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance 
Q. Eliz» Which she shall purchase with still lastim 
K.Rich, Tell her, the king, that may command 
£/is. That at her hands, wluc\i\^i^VvKi^%¥iSs^ 
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K.J^h. Say, she shall be a high and miglily qaeeo. 

Q. Eli*. To wail Ihe tide , as her mother doth. 

K.Rich. Say, I will Ioto her everlastiogly. 

Q.Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever, last? 

R. Rich, Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q, Eliz, But how long fairly shall her sweet life lastT 

K.Rich. As long as heaven , and nature, lengthens iL 

Q.Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, like of it. 

KRieh. Say, I, her sovereign , am her subject low. 

Q.Eliz, But she, your subject, loatbs such sovereignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best , being plainly told. 

K» Rich. Then , plainly to her tell my loving tale. 

Q. Eliz, Plain , and not honest , is too harsh a style. 

R. Rich, Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 

Q. Eliz. O, no , my reasons are too deep and dead ; — 
H) deep and dead , poor infants , in their graves. 

K.Rich. Harp not on that string, Madam; thatispasL 

Q. Eliz, Harp on it still shall I , till hcartr-strings break. 

K, Rich. Now , by my George , my garter , and my crown, — 

Q. Eliz, Profan'd, dishonour*d, and the third usurp'd. 

K. Rich. I swear — 

Q.Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath. 

r George, profan'd, hath lost his lordly honour; 

f garter, blemish 'd, pawn'd bis knightly virtue; 

f crown, usurp'd, disgraced his kingly glory. 

omething thou would'st swear to be believ'd, 

^r then by something that thou hast not wrong*d. 

K. Rich, Now by the world , — 

Q. Eliz, T is full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father*s death , — 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath it diriionoar'd. 

K.Rieh. Then, by myself,— 

Q. Eliz. Thyself is self-mis-us'd. 

R. Rich, Why then , by God , — 

0' EltJB. God's 'wvoii% \% Y&!(^^V. ^^ ^« 
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If thou hadsl fear'd to break an oath by him , 
Theanity, the king my husbaml made, 
Thoa hadst not broken nor my brothers died. 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him, 
The imperial metal , circling now thy head , 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here , 
Which now , two tender bed-fellows for dust , 
Thy broken faith hath made the prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

R, Rich, The time to come. 

Q, Eliz, That thou hast wronged in the time o'er-past; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time , for time past wrong'd by thee. 
The children live whose fathers thou hast slaughter'd , 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it with their age : 
The parents live , whose children thou hast butchered , 
Old barren plants , to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misused ere us'd , by times ill-us'd o'er-past. 

R, Rich. As I intend to prosper , and repent , 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 
Day, yield me not thy light , nor, night, thy rest! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love , 
Immaculate devotion , holy thoughts , 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 
In her consists my happiness and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myself , and thee. 
Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul , 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 
It cannot be avoided , but by this ; 
It wfll not be avoided , but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so) 
Me tbe Miiomej o/my love to her. 
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d irkat I wfll be , DOt what I have been ; 
Kol my deserts , but what I will deserve : 
jUrge the necessity and state of times , 
And be not peevish foand in great designs. 

Q, EHs. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 

X.Bieh. Aj, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q.EWt. Shall I forget myself, to be myself? 

K.Bieh, Ay, ifyoor self's remembrance wrong yourself. 

Q. EHx. Tet then didst kill my children. 

R. Rich, Bat in your daughter's womb I bury them : 
Where* inthatnestofspicery, they will breed 
Sehw of themselves , to your recomforture. 

Q. BHm. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Biek. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q, BU%. I go. — Write to me very shortly , 
And yon shall understand from me her mind. 

K.Biek, Bear her my true love's kiss, and so farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Q, Elizabeth. 
Rdenting fool , and shallow , changing woman ! 
How now! what news? 

J^n^erRATCLiFF; Catuwt following. 

Rat. Host mighty sovereign , on the western coast 
Rideth a puissant navy : to our shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends , 
Unarm'd , and nnresolv'd to beat them back. 
'T is thought that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull , expecting but the aid 
Of Rucking^am to welcome them ashore. 

R.Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke of Norfolk :— 
Ratdiify thyself, — orCatesby; where is he? 

Cato. Here, my good lord. 

R, Rich. Catesby , fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 

K. Rich, Ratcliff , come hither. Post to Salisbury : 
When thou com'st thither , — Dull , unmindful villain , 

m/staj'sttboubere, and go'st not to the d\i\LQ*t 
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Cate. First, mighty liege , tell me your hi^inesft* pleasm 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K, Rich. ! true , good Catesby. — Bid him levy 8tn«||kl 

The greatest strength and power he can make. 

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate. I go. (JS!i 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do al Salisbiiryf 
K.Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there , before I go? 
Rat. Your highness told me , I should post before. 

Enter Stahlbt. 

R. Rich. My mind is changed. — Stanley,, what news w 

you? 

Stan. None good , my licgc , to please you with the hearms 
Nor none so bad , but well may be reported. 

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad? 
What necd'st thou run so many miles about , 
When thou may'st toll thy tale the nearest way? 
Once more, what news? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich . There let him sink , and be the seas on him , 
Whitc-liver'd runagate ! what doth he there? 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign , butby guess. 

K.Rich. Well, as you guess? 

Stan. Stirr*dupbyDorest, Ruckiogham, andMorton^ 
He makes for England , here , to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword unsway'd? 
Is^tho kiiig>dead? the empire unpossess*d? 
What heir ofYork is there alive, but we? 
And who is England's king , but great York's heir? 
Then , teU me , what makes ho upon the seas? 

Stan. Unless for that , my liege ,, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for thai he comes, to be your liege , 
Tou cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes* 
Thoo wHi tevoh , and fly to him , I tetvT. 
S/a/i» JVo, my good lord: \b«ie£M^^ m\a»xwxisii^«^ 
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K.Rieh. Where is Ihy power, then, to beat him haek? 
^ere be thy tenants , and thy followers? 
Are they not now npon the western shore , 
Safe-eondncting the rebels from their ships? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the nordi. 
X. Rieh, Cold friends to me : What do they in the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan, They have not been commanded , mighty king. 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave , 
I '11 muster up my friends , and meet your grace , 
Where, and what time, yonr majesty shall please. 

if. Rick, Ay , thou wouldst be gone to join with Richmond : 
Batl 11 not trust thee. 

Sian, Host mighty sovereign , 

Toa have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful. 
I never was , nor never will be false. 

K,Rieh, Go, then, and muster men : but leave behind 
Tour son, George Stanley. Look your heart be firm , 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 
Stan, So deal with him , as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stanlkt. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Hy gracious sovereign , now in Devonshire, 
As 1 by friends am well advertised , 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate , 
Bisliop of Exeter, his elder brother. 
With many more confederate^ , are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 
%Mess, In Kent, my liege, tbeGuildfordsareinanas; 
And every hour more competitors 
Rock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Ek^er a third Messenger, 

ZMess, My lord, the army of great Buckin|^Mift«**« 
R, Rich, Out on ye, owls I Rothingbut soRige of deaths 

\llestHke»\dm« 
Jten^ uketboutbat, tUI thoa bring better ne^ft« 
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3 Meu* The news I haye to tell yoar majesty 
Is , that by sadden floods and fall of waters , 
Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone , 
No man knows whither. 

R, Bieh, I cry thee mercy : 

There is my parse , to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-adyised friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

ZMess, Such proclamation hath been made , my lord. 

Enter a fourth Messenger. 

A Mess, Sir Thomas Lovel , and lord marquess Dorset , 
' T is said , my liege , in Yorkshire are in arms : 
But this good comfort bring I to your highness , — 
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest. 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore , to ask those on the banks , 
Ifthey were his assistants, yea, or no; 
Who answer'd him , they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them , 
Hois'd sail , and made his course again for Bretagne. 

R, Rich, March on , march on , since we are up in arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies , 
Tet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catksbt. 

Cate, My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken; 
That is the best news : that the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford , 
Is colder news , but yet they must be told. 

R,Rich, Away towards Salisbury! while we reason here , 
A royal battle might be won and lost. — 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To SsUsbmj : the rest march on with me. 

\Ei««U9l 
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SCENE V. 
A Room in Lord Stanley's House. 

Enter Stamlbt and Sir Christopher Urswick. 

Stan, Sir Christopher , tell Richmond this from me * — » 
That, in the sty of the most bloody boar , 
M7 son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold : 
if I rerolt, off goes young George's head 
The fear of that holds off my present aid. 
80 , get thee gone : commend me to thy lord. 
Withal, say that the queen hath heartily consented, 
He should espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
Bat, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chris. At Pembroke, oratHa'rford-west, in Wales. 

Stan. What men of name resort to him? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned soldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William SUnley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke , Sir James Blunt, 
knA Rice ap Thomas , with a valiant crew ; 
4Dd many other of great name and worth : 
4Qd towards London do they bend their power, 
[f by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; I kiss his hand 
Hy letter will resolve him of my mind. 

Farewell. [Giving Papers to Sir Christopher. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT V. SCENE L 

Salisbury. An open Place. 

Writer the Sheriff , and Gtuird, with Buckingham, led to 

Execution, 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with him? 

Sker. No, my good lord; therefore, be patient. 

Bttck. Hastings, and Edward's children , Grey, and Rivers^ 
loly king Henry, and thy fair son Edward , 
wgbaa, and all that ha \e miscarried 
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By anderhand corrupted foul injusUGe , 

If that your moody discontented souls 

Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destruction ! — 

This is All-Souls* day , fellow, is it not? 

Sher, It is. 

Buck. Why , then All-Souls' day is my body's dooms-day* 
This is the day , which, in king Edward's time , 
1 wish'd might fall on me , when I was found 
False to his children , or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false faith of him whom most I trusted; 
This , this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul 
Is the determia'd respite of my wrongs. 
That high All-Seer , which I dallied with , 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head , 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in je^t. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points in their masters' bosoms : 
Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck : — 
"When he , " quoth she , ** shall split thy heart with sorrow , 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess." — 
Come , lead me » officers, to the block of shanae.; 
Wrong hath but wrong , and blame the due of blame. 

[Exeiint BucKn^GHAM and Officer 

SCENE II. 

A ^lain near TamworUi. 

Enter, with Drum and Colours ^ Richmond, Oxford, S. 
4aiibs B<ifU|9i;, Sfr Walter Q^ber.i:, <zn/f Others, tni 
Forces, marching, 

Rickm. fellows in arms , and my most loving friends , 
Bruis'd undernQ(^t]| the yoke of tyranny , 
Thus fpur latQ the l^pwels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
'^d here receive we from our fall^^t SVwAe^ 
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Anes of fair comfort and encoiiragement. 

rhe wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

rhat spoil'd your summer fields , and fhtUrul vines , 

Swills your warm blood like wash , and makes his troa^ 

In your eoobowell'd bosoms , this foul swine 

Is now eyen in the centre of this isle , 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we leam : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 

In God's name, cheerlyon, courageous friends , • 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 

^tbis one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand men , 
To fight against this guilty homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not , but his (Hends will turn to us. 
Blunt. He hath no friends , but what are friends for fear. 
Which in his dearest need will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage : then, inGod'^name, march. 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings , 
Slogs it makes gods , and meaner creatures kings. [Exennt, 

SCENE III. 

Bosworth Field. 

Enter King BiCHARD y and Forces,- the Duke qffionvoLK^ E^arl 

of Surrey , and Others. 

K. Rich, Here pitch our tent , e\'en here in Bosworth field. — 
My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My loni of Norfolk , — 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K.Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! mnstwe^not? 

Nor, We must both give and take , my loving lord. 

K. Rich . Up with my tent ! here will I lie tOHsight ; 

[Soldiers begin to set up the King^tl^nXr. 
Bai where to-morrow? — Well , all *s one for that. — 
Who hath descried the number of the traitors? 

JVor. Six or seven tboasmd is their utmo3l v«ww!t. 
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K, Rich, Why , our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides , the king's name is a tower of strength , 
Which they upon the adverse faction want. 
Up with the tent! — Come , noble gentlemen , 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground. — 
Call for some men of sound direction. — 
Let 's lack no discipline , make no delay , 
For, lords » to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt, 

Enter, on the other Hde of the Field, Richmond, iStr William 
Bramdom , Oxford , and other Officers, Some of the Sol* 
diers pitch Richmond's Tent, 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set. 
And by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon , you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent : 
I '11 draw the form and model of our battle , 
Limit each leader to his several charge , 
And part in just proportion our small power. 
My lord of Oxford , — you , Sir William Brandon , — 
And you , Sir Walter Herbert , stay with me. 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment : 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him , 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : — 
Yet one thing more , good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley quartered , do you know? 

Rlunt, Unless I have mistaken his colours much , 
(Which , well I am assur'd , I have not done) 
His regiment lies half a mile , at least , 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm, If wiUiout peril it be possible , 
Sweet Blunt , make some good means to speak with him , 
And give him from me this most needful note. 

Rlunt, Upon my life, my lord, I '11 undertake it : 
And so, God give you quiet rest lo-m^^O. 
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Riehm. Goodnight, good captain BIodL Come, gentlemen, 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business ! 
In to m J tent, the dew is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the Tent, 

Enter y to his Tent, Ring Hichakd , Norfolk, Ratcliff, and 

Catbsbt. 

K. Rieh. What is 't o'clock? 

Cate. It 's supper time , my lord ; it 's nine o'clock. 

if. Rich. 1 wiU not sup to-night — 
Give me some ink and paper. — 
What, is my beayer easier than it was , 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cate, It is, my liege; and all things are in readiness. 

R. Rich, G^od Norfolk , hie thee to thy charge. 
Use careful watch ; choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

R.Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow , gentle Norfolk. 

Nor, I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

R.Rich. Ratcliff! 

Rat. My lord? 

R. Rich, Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley's regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 
Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch : 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves be sound , and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff! — 

Rat, Hylord? 

R. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord Northumber- 
land? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself. 
Much about cock-shut time , from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

R.Rich. So: I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine: 
Jhsre not that alacrity of spirit , 
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Nor cheer of mind , that I was wont to have. — 
Set it down. — Is ink and paper ready? 
Rat. It is, my lord. 

R. Rick. Bid my guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratcliff, about the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me. — Leave me , I say. 

[King Richard retires into his Tent, ExewWKkT^ 
CLIFF and Catbsbt. 

Richmond's Tent opens, and discovers hum and his (J^fUers, dte* 

Enter STXViLET. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm I 
Ricbm. 4JX comfort that the dark night can affbrd , 

Be to thy person , noble iather-in-law ! 

Tell me , how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother. 

Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 

So nuch for that. — The silent hours steal on , 

And Daky darkness breaks within the east. 

In brief, for so the season bids us be , 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 

Of bloody strokes , and mortal-staring war. 

I , as I may, (that which I would I cannot) 

With best advantage will decdve the time , 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 

But on thy side I may not be too forward , 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father's sight. 

FarewaM. The leisure and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love , 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse , 

Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upoft. 

God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 

Once more, adieu. — Be valiant, and speed weU! 
Jisehm. Good lords, condiicV\iLViii\A\nat«igoHM«Su 
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Illstriye, vith troubled thoughts, to take a nap; 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wings of yictory. 
Once more, goodnight, kind lords, and gentlemen. 

[Bi^^unt Lords , ^, wSth Staklbt. 
0! ThoUy whose captahi I «ccoimt mpelf , 
Look on my forces With a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath , 
That (hey may crush down wiUi a heavy fall 
Th' usurping hefattets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement , 
That we may prrise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchftil soul , 
Ere I let fkll the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping* and Waking, O! defend me still ! [Sleeps, 

The Ghost qf Prince Edward, Son to Hbkrt the Sixths rises 

between the two Tents. 
Ghost, Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To king Richard. 
Think , how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth 
AtTewl^ury: despair, therefore, and die. — 
Be cheerful, Rifclimond; for the wronged souls 
Of bill6hePd princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

7%e Ghost ttfRing Henrt the Sixth rises. 
Ghost, When I was mortal , my anointed body 

[To Ring Richard. 
By thee was punched fhH of deadly holes. 
Think on the Tower, and me: despair and die ; 
Harry the sixth bids thee despair and'die. — 

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror I [7(9 RickiMOiiD. 

Harry that prophesy'd thou should'st be Idng , 
Both comfort thee in sleep : live, and flourish. ' 

The Ghost ^Clarbmcs rises. 
Ghost, Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

^To King'totlMLSKtt 
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I , that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine , 
Poor Clarence , by thy guile betray'd to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me , 
And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and die. 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [To Richmo 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee; 
Good angels guard thy battle ! Live and flourish. 

The Ghosts ofRrrEKS y Gret, and Yavgrxs, rise. 

Biv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow. 

[ToKinfflRiCHA 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret. Despair, and die. 
Grey. Think apon Grey , and let thy soul despair. 

[Jo Rinff RicHA 
Faugh, Think upon Yaughan , and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy lance. Despair , and die. — [To King Richa 

All. Awake ! and think our wrongs in Richard's bosom 

[To RiCHMO 

Will conquer him. — Awake , and win the day ! 

The Ghost q^HASTiNGS rises. 

Ghost. Rloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; 

[To King Richa 
And in a bloody battle end thy days. 
Think on lord Hastings. Despair, and die. — 

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! [7V> Richmo: 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake. 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in the Tower : 
Let us be lead within thy bosom , Richard , 
And weigh thee down to ruin , shame, and death. 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die. — 

Sleep , Richmond , sleep in peace , and wake in joy ; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy I 
Live , and beget a happy race of kings. 
^Sdward's anliappy sons do bid the^ iVo\ixv&\i. 
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TTie Ghost of Queen Amkb rises* 

Ghost. Richard , thy wife , that wretched Anne thy wife , 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee , 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me , 
^ And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and die. — 

Thou , quiet soul , sleep thou a quiet sleep ; [To Richmond. 
Dream of success and happy victory : 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

Hie Ghost ({/BucKiMGHAM rises. 

Ghost. The first was I that help*d thee to the crown ; 

[To KingRiCRAKD. 
The last was I that felt thy tyranny. 
0! in the battle think on Buckingham , 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness. 
Bream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath. — 

I died for hope ere I could lend ^ee aid : [To Richmond. 
Bat cheer thy heart , and be thou not dismayed ; 
God, and good angels fight on Richmond's side ; 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts out qfhis 
dream. 

R. Rich. Give me another horse ! — bind up my wounds ! — 
Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft ! I did but dream. — 
0, coward conscience , how dost thou afflict me ! — 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearfiil drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself? there 's none else by : 
Hiehard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 
Is (here a murderer here? No; — yes; lam: 
Then fly, — What, from myself? Great reason: why? 
lest I revenge. What! Myself upon myself? 
Alack! I love myself. Wherefore? for any good, 
That I myself have done unto myself? 
0} BOS mUb! I rather bate myseU^ 
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For hateful deedis committed by myself. 

lamaviUuB. Yet I lie; I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well: — Fool, donotflatterw 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues , 

And eyery tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the higfa'st degree; 

Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree; 

All several sins , all us'd in each degree , 

Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty! guilty! 

I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me; 

And if I die , bo soul shall pity me : — 

Nay, wherefore should they? since that I myself 

Find in myself no pity to myself. 

Methought, the souls of all Uiat I had murder'd 

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat, My lord, — 

K. Rich. Who 's there? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord; 'tis I. The early viUage cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom : 
Tour friends are up , and buckle on their armour* 

R,Rich, Ratcliff! I have dream'd a fearful dream^ <- 
What thinkest thou? will our friends prove all true? 

Rat, No doubt, my lord. 

K.Rich. ' O Ratcliff! I fear, Ifto,-^ 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afinaid of shadows. 

K.Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows UHatghl 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance often thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Ridimond. 
It is not yet near day* Come, go with me: 
Under our tents I '11 play the eaves-dropper , 
To hear if any mean to shrink fi-om me. 

\Exewni King'BACriLK.KC^ aar^'ttjcifaL\s 
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Enter Oxford and Others, 

Lards, Good morrow, Richmond. 

Bichm. Cry mercy , lords, IfFaking.] and watchfol genttoawp, 
That you haye ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords, How haye yon slept, my lord? 

Biehm, The sweetest sleep , and fairest-boding dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head , 
HftTe I since your departure had , my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard murder'd , 
Came to my tent, and cried — On! victory I 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How &r into the morning is it, lords? 

Lords, Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why , then 't is time to arm , and give direction. — 

\He adveanees to the Troops. 
More than I have said , loving countrymen , 
Tlie leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : yet remember this , — 
God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 
Hie prayers of holy saints , and wronged souls , 
Like hi^-rear'd bulwarks , stand before our faces. 
Bichard except , those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win , than him they follow. 
For what b he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
One rais'd in blood , and one in blood established ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath , 
And slaughtered those that were the means to help him; 
Abase foul stone , made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair , where he is (iilsely set ; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy, 
nien , if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, injustice, ward you as his soldiers 
If yon do sweat to put a tyrant down , 
Ton sleqi in peace , the tyrant being slain ; 
if/om do e^sgainst jour country's foes , 
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Tour country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives , 
Tour wives shall welcome home the conquerors; 
If you do free your children from the sword, 
Tour children's children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God , and all these rights , 
Advance your standards , draw your willing swords. 
For me , the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face ; 
But if I thrive , the gain of my attempt, 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets , boldly and cheerfully ; 
God, and Saint George ! Richmond, and victory! 

Re-enter King Richard; Ratcliff, Attendants^ am 
R. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touching R 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
R. Rich. He said the truth : and what said Surrey t] 
Rat. He smil'd and said , the better for our purposi 
R. Rich. He was i' the right ; and so , indeed , it is 

iCloi 

Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. — 

Who saw the son to-day? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

R.Rieh. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the bo 

He should have brav'd the east an hour ago : 

.A black day will it be to somebody. — 

Ratcliff,— 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. The son will not be seen to-day : 

The sky doth frown and lour upon oar army. 

I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 

Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me. 

More than to Richmond? for the self-same heaven , 

T1iatfit>wnsonme, looks sadly npon him. 

filler Norfolk. 
jVor. Arm, aim, m^Vycdl ii!hftt<(Aiwmis&\!^iabftfi 
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R.Rieh. Come, bustle, bustle. — Caparison my horse. — 
Call up lord Btanley , bid him bring his power. 
I win lead forth my soldiers to the plain , 
thus my battle shall be ordered. 
[j foreward shall be drawn out all in length , 
ig equally of horse and foot : 
archers shall be placed in the midst. 
M duke of Norfolk , Thomas earl of Surrey, 
have the leading of the foot and horse, 
thus directed, we will follow 
Id the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 
be well wfaiged wiUi our chiefest horse. 
, and Saint George to boot ! — What think'st thou , Norfolk? 
Nor, A good direction , warlike sovereign. — 

found I on my tent this morning. [Giving a Scroll, 

R.Rieh. '*Jocky of Norfolk, be not too bold , [Reads, 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold." 
k thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen; every man to his charge. 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 
^or conscience is a word that cowards use , 
]>evis'd at first to keep the strong in awe : 
Our strong arms be our conscience , swords our law. 
March on , join bravely , let us to 't pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven , then hand in hand to hell. — 
What shall I say more than I have inferr*d? 
Hemember whom you are to cope withal ; — 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-a ways , 
A scum of Bretagnes , and base lackey peasants , 
^om their o'cr-cloycd country vomits forth 
To desperate adventures and assur*d destruction. 
Toa sleeping safe , they bring you to unrest ; 
Toa having lands , and bless'd with beauteous wives , 
They would restrain the one , distain the other. 
And who doth lead them , but a paltry fellow , 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost; 
Jkmffksop, one ibat nerer in bis life 
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Fell so moick cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let 's whip these stra^Iers o'er the seas a^a ; 

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France , 

These famished beggars , weary of their lives ; 

Who , but for dreaming on this fond exploit , 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themselves. 

Ifwebeconquer'd, let men conquer us , 

And not these bastard Bretagnes; whom oim* fathers 

Have in their own land beaten , bohb'd , and tiiumpM,. 

And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with oar wives? 

Ravish our daughters? — Hark , I hear their druai. 

Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, boldyeoonea! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ; 
Spar your proud horses hard , and ride in blood : 
Ajnaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 

Enter a Messenger.. 

What says lord Stanljsy? willhe bring bis power? 

Mess. My lord , he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich. Off with his son George's head. 

Nor, My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsb: 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my bosom* 
Advance our standards I set upon our foes ! 
Our ancient word of courage , fiiif Saint George , 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons I 
Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. ISaant 

SCENE IV. 

Another Part of the Field- 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter THoKPOhK^ andF^rees^ i€ikit 

Catbsby. 
Cate, Bescue, my lord of Norfolk! rescse, reaeue!' 
lie king enacts more wonders than a. maaei « 
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Daring an opposite to eveti danger. 
Bis horse is slain , and all on foot he fights , 
Seeking for Rich^^d in the throat of death. 
Beseae, fiiirlord, or else the the day is lost! 

Alarum, Enter King RiCHARn. 

R.Rich. Ahorse! ahorse! my kingdom for a horse! 

Cote. Withdraw, my lord; I '11 help yon to a horst. 

R.Rich, Slave! I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I wOl stand the hazard of the die. 
I think there be six Richmoqds in the field ; 
lire have I slain to-day , instead of him. — * 
ihorse! ahorse! my kingdom for a horse! [BxewU* 

Alarums. Enter Ring Richard and Richmond ; and eajeunt^ 
fighting. Retreat and Jlourish, JAen en/er Richmond , Stan- 
let bearing the. Crown » with divers ot/ier Lords , and Forces, 

Richm. God, and your arms, heprais'd, victorious ffieods, 
the day is ours , the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond , well bast thou acquit the^.. 
lo! here , this long-usurped royalty , 
hma the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, ameo, to all! — 
Bat, tell me , is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. He is, my lord , and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if you please, we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on either side? 

Stan, John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers , 
Sir Robert Brakenbury , and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled , 
That in submission will return to us; 
Ind then , as we have ta'en the sacrament , 
We will unite the white rose and the red : — 
%mQe heaven upon this fair coDJuoction , 
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That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! — 

What traitor hears me , and says not, amen? 

England hath long been mad , and scarr'd herself; 

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 

The father rashly slaughter'd his own son , 

The son, compelled, been butcher to the sire ; 

All this divided York and Lancaster 

Divided in their dire division. — 

O! now, let Richmond and Elizabeth , 

The true succeeders of each royal house , 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs , (God, if thy will be so) 

Eprich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace , 

With smiling plenty , and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate the edge of traitors , gracious Lord , 

That would reduce these bloody days again , 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood! 

Let them not live to taste this land's increase , 

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace! 

Now civil wounds are stopp'd , peace lives again : 

That she may long live here , God say amen ! 

[Eon 
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PROLOGUE. 

I COMB no more to make you laugh : things now , 

That bear a weighty and a serious brow , 

Sad, high, and working, fuH of state and woe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow , 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 

May, ifthey think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will desenre it : such, as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe , 

May here find truth too : those , that come to see 

Only a show or two , and so agree 

The play may pass , if they be still and willing , 

1 11 undertake » may see away their shilling 

Richly in two short hours. Only they , 

That come to hear a merry , bawdy play , 

A noise of targets , or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat , guarded with yellow , 

Will be deceiv'd ; for, gentle hearers , know. 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is , beside forfeiting 

Our own brains , and the opinion that we bring , 

To make that only true we now intend , 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are known. 

The first and happiest hearers of the town , 

Be sad as we would make ye : think , ye see 

The very persons of our noble story, 

As they were living ; think, you see them great, 

And foUow'd with the general throng , and sweat 

Of thousand JQriends; then, in a moment, see 

How soon this mightiness meets misery : 

And, ifyou can be merry then, 1 11 say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

London. An Ante-chamber in the Palace. 

Erder the Duke ({^Norfolk, at one door; at the other, the Duke 
of BucKiKeHAM f and the Lord Abergaybknt. 

Buck, Good morrow, and well met. How haTe yoa done, 
Since last we $aw in France? 

Nor. I thank your grace , 

HealthM; and ever since a firesh admirer 
Ofwhatlsawthere. 

Buck. An untimely ague 

Stafd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory , those two lights of men , 
Met in the yale of Andren. 

Nor. * Twixt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted , how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together; 
Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have weighed 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 

Ibe \iew of earthly glory : men might say , 
Till this time, pomp was single; but now married 
To one aboye itself. Each following day 
Became the next day's master, till the last 
Made former wonders it 's : to-day the French 
Allclmquanty all in gold, like heathen gods , 
Shone down the English; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain, India: every man that stood 
Showed like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
Ascherubins, all gilt: the madams, to(r. 
Not os'd to toil , did almost sweet to bear 
The pride upon them , that their yery labour 
Was to tbem as a painting : now this mask 



4 KINO HENRY Vlil. 

Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing niglit 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 
Equal in lustre , w^re now best, now worst, 
As presence did present them ; him in eye , 
Still him in praise; and, being present both , 
'Twdssaid, they saw but one : and no discemer 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns 
(For so they phrase 'em) by their heralds challenged . 
The noble spirits to arms , they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fabulous story , 
Being now seen possible enough , got credit. 
That Bevis was beliey'd. 

Buck. ! you go far. 

Nor, As I belong to worship , and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good (tiscourser lose some life , 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal *. 
To the disposing of it nought rebell'd ; 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

I mean , who set the body and the limbs 
Ofthis great sport together, as you guess? 

Nor, One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck, I pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor, All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. . 

Buck, The devil speed him ! no man's pie is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder , 
That such a keech can , with his very bulk , 
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun , 
And keep it from the eartll. 

Nor, Surely, Sir, 

There 's in him stuff that puts him to these ends ; 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry « ^^)^^^ ^^5^ 
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Chalks successors their way , nor call'd npon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, bat, spider-like, 
Out of his self-drawing web , he gives us note , 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heayen gives for him, which boys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber, I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him : let some graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence has he that? 
Ifnot from hell, the devil is a niggard; 
Or has given all before , and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck, Why the devil , 

Upon this French going-out , took he upon him , 
(Without the privity o' the king) t' appoint 
W^io should attend on him? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
^oo , whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter, 
^he honourable board of council out, 
^ust fetch him in he papers. 

Jber, I do know 

kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
^7 this so sicken'd their estates, that never 
^^ey shall abound as formerly. 

Buck. 0! many 

^^ave broke their backs , with laying manors on them 
^t)r this great journey. What did this vanity, 
^ ut minister communication of 
-^ most poor issue? 

Nor, Grievingly I think , 

"^lie peace between the French and us not values 
*^e cost that did conclude it. 

Buck, Everyman, 

-^/f^r the bideons storm ibdX followed , was 
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AthingiDspir'd; and, not consdlting , broke 
Into a general prophecy, — that this tempest , 
, Dashing the garment of this peace , aboded 
The sudden breach on 't. 

Nor, Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flaw'd the league , and hathattach'd 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 

Th' ambassador is silenc'd? 

Nor, Marry, is 't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace, and purchased 
At a superfluous rate. 

Btusk. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor, 'Like it your grace, 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you , 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together: to consider farther, that 
What his high hatred would effect wants not 
A minister in his power. You know his nature , 
That he's revengeful; and, I know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it's long, and 't may be said , 
It reaches far ; and ^here H will not extend , 
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel ; 
You '11 find it wholesome. Lo ! where comes that rock , 
That I advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal "W olsby , (the Purse borne before htm,') ce. 
of the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers, Hie 
dinal in his passage fixeth his eye on Buckingham, 
BocKiNeHAM on him, both full of disdain. 

Wol, The duke of Buckingham's surveyor? ha! 
H^ere 's his examination? 
1 Seer. Here, so^V^^s^'^wsi. 



KING HENRY VIU. 7 

fToL Is he in person ready? 

iSeer. Ay, please your grace. 

fToL Welly we shall then know more ; and Backingfaam 
Shall lessen this big look. [Exeunt W olbet , andDrm/u 

Buck* This batcher's cur is Tenom-mouth'd , and I 
Hare not the power to muzzle him; therefore, best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Oatp-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. "What! areyouchaf'd? 

Ask God for temperance ; that 's th' appliance only, 
'Which your disease requires. 

Bttek. I read in 's looks 

Hatter against me; and his eye reyil'd 
He, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores me with some trick. He 's gone t' the king : 
I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor, Stay, my lord. 

And let your reason with your choler question 
^Vliat 't is you go about. To climb steep hiUs , 
Requires slow pace at first : anger is like 
A foU-hot horse , who being allow'd his way , 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself. 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I '11 to the king; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence , or proclaim 
There 's difference in no persons. 

Nor. BeadTis'd; 

Beat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: we may outrun 
By violent swiftness that which we run at , 
And lose by oyer-running. Know you not , 
The fire , that mounts the liquor till 't run o'er , 
Iq seeming to augment it wastes it ? Be advis'd : 
i say again, there is no English soul 
^ore stronger to direct jou than yourself. 
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If with the sap of reason you would quench , 
Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck, Sir, 

I am thankful to you , and I '11 go along 
By your prescription ; but this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not , but 
From sincere motions , by intelligence , 
And proofs as clear as founts In July , when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor, Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king I '11 say 't , and make my vouch as sti 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox , 
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous , 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief , 
As able to perform 't , his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally) 
Only 16 show his pomp , as well in France 
As here at home , suggests the king, our master. 
To this last costly treaty , th' interview , 
That swallowed so much treasure , and like a glass 
Did break i' the rising. 

Nor, Faith , and so it did. 

Btick. Pray, give me favour. Sir. This cunning cai 
The articles o' the combination drew , 
As himself pleas'd; and they were ratified, 
As he cried, ** Thus let be," to as much end, 
As give a crutch t' the dead. But our countr-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well; for worthy Wolsey , 
Who cannot err , he did it. Now this follows , 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason) Charles the emperor, 
Under pretence to see the queen , his aunt, 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wolsey) here makes visitation : 
His fears vere , that the interview betwixt 
Bd^sdA 4od France , might , throu^Vi th<^vr anvvt^ ^ 
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Breed him some prejadice ; for from this league , 
Peep*d harms that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our cardinal , and, as I trow, 
Which I do well; for, I am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promised , wherehy his suit was granted , 
Ere it was ask'd : but when the way was made , 
And pav'd with gold , the emperor thus desir'd : — 
That he would please to alter the king's course , 
And hreak the foresaid peace. Let the king know , 
(As soon he shall by me) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases , 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in 't. 

Buck, No, not a syllable : 

I do pronounce him in that very shape , 
He shall appear in proof. 

^nter Brandon; a Sergeant at Amu before him, and two or 

three of the Guard. 

Bran. Tour office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

H^Iord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton , I 
Arrest thee of high treason , in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo, you, myJord! 

Hie net has fallen upon me : I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran, I am sorry 

Tosee you ta'en from liberty, to look on * 
Ibe business present. 'T is his highness' pleasure , 
Ton shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing , 

To plead mine innocence; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my wbit'stpari black. The ^Vi\ oi Yi^aN«& 
IT. *^^ 
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Be done in this and all things. — I obey. — 
O ! my lord Aberga'ny , fare you well. 

Bran, Nay, he must bear you company. — The king 

[To Abbrgaybmiit. 
Is pleas'd you shall to the Tower , till you know 
How he determines farther. 

Aber, As the duke said , 

The wiU of heaven be done , and the king's pleasure 
By me obeyed. 

Bran, Here is a warrant from 

The king t* attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor , John de la Car , 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — I 

Bitck, . So, so; 

These are the limbs o' the plot. No more , I hope. 

Bran, A monk o' the Chartreux. 

Buck. 0! Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran. He. 

Buck, My surveyor is false : the o'er-great cardinal 
Hath show'd him gold. My life is spann'd already : 
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham , 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 
By darkening my clear sun. — My lord , farewell. 



[ExewiL 



SCENE II. 

The Council-Chamber. 



Comets. Enter King Hbnrt, C/zr«?tna/ Wolset, the Lordi ^ 
the Council, 5tr Thomas Lovbll, Officers, Attendant. TkM * 
King enters leaning on the CardinaVs Shoulder, 

K.Uen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care. I stood i* the level 
Of a full charg'd confederacy , and give thanks 
To yon that chok'd it. — Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
/ 11 bear bim his confessions )\is^i^ , 
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id point by point the treasons of his master . 
shall again relate. 

Ring" takes his State. The Lords of the Council occupy their 
several Places. The Cardinal places himself under the King's 
Feet on his right Side. 

Noise tvithin, crying Room for the Queen. Enter the Queen, 
ushered by the Dukes q/ Norfolk amf Suffolk: she kneels. 
The King riseth from his State, takes her up, kisses , and 
placeth her by him. 

Q, Kath. Nay , we must longer kneel : I am a suitor. 
K. Hen. Arise , and take place by us. — Half your suit 
(ever name to us ; you have half our power : 
le other moiety , ere you ask , is given ; 
lltepeatyourwiU, and take it. 

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty. 

It you vfould love yourself, and in that love 
lot unconsidered leave your honour , nor 
'The dignity of your office , is the point 
Of my petition. 

K.Hen, Lady mine, proceed. 
Q. Kath. I am solicited not by a few, 
Jknd those of true condition » that your subjects 
Jkre in great grievance. There have been commissions 
Sent down among them , which hath flaw'd the heart 
Ofall their loyalties: wherein, although, 
Hy good lord cardinal , they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you , as putter-on 
Of these exactions , yet the king our master , 
Whose honour heaven shield from soil ! even he escapes not 
Language unmannerly; yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty , and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears , 

It doth appear ; for upon these taxations , 
The cloibiers till, act able to maintain 
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The many to them longiog, have put off 
The spinsters , carders, fullers, weavers, who. 
Unfit for other life , compelled by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring th' event to the teeth , are all in uproar , 
And danger serves among them. 

K. Hen. Taxation ! ' 

Wherein? and what taxation? — My lord cardinal , 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us , 
Know you of this taxation ? 

fTol. Please you, Sir, 

I know but of a single part , in ought 
Pertains to th€ state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q.Kath, No, my lord. 

You know no more than others ; but you frame 
Things , that are known alike , which are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them , and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions , 
Whereof my sovereign would have note , they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear them, 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you , or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K,Hen. Still exaction ! 

The nature of it? In what kind, let's know, 
Is this exaction? ' 

Q, Rath, I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd 
Under your promis*d pardon. The subjects' grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance , to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Isnam'd, your wars in France. This makes bold mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out , and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them : their curses now. 
Live where their prayers did; uidVi*^ cQiQv<^ v^'^^^ ^ 
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tractable obedience is a slaye 
leachiocendedirin. I would, your bigfaness 
foold giye it quick consideration , for » 

is no primer baseness. 
K.Hen, By my life, 

is against onr pleasure. 
WoL And for me, 

lye no iartber gone in this , than by 
isingle Toice , and that not pass'd me but 
learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Inc'd by ignorant tongues , which neither know 
fiicalties, nor person, yet will be 
chronicles of my doing, let me say, 
is bat the fate of place , and the rough brake 
yirtue must go through. We must not stint 
necessary actions » in the fear 
cope malicious censurers ; which ever , 
raTcnous fishes , do a vessel follow 
It is new trimm'd , but benefit no farther 
Tainly longing. What we oft do best , 
sick interpreters (once weak ones) is 
ours, or notallow'd; what worst, as oft, 

ig a grosser quality , is cried up 
oar best act. If we shall stand still , 
fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at , 
re should take root here , where we sit, or sit 
ite statues only. 

K. Hen* Things done well , 

with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
igs done without example , in their issue 
to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
this commission? I believe, not any. 
^e must not rend our subjects from our laws , 
id sUck them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 
trembling contribution ! Why , we take , 
>m every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber*, 
d, Ao^weJeareUwitbaroot^ thus back' d, 
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The air will drink the sap. To every county 
Where this is question'd send our letters , with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission. Pray , look to 't ; 
I put it to your care. 

fToL A word with you. [To the Sei 

Let there be letters writ to every shire , 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me : let it be nois'd , 
That through our intercession this revokement 
And pardon comes. I shall anon advise you 
Farther in the proceeding. {Eosit Sec 

Enter Surveyor, 

Q, Rath. I am sorry that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K. Hen. It grieves many : 

The gentleman is learn'd , and a most rare speaker ; 
To nature none more bound ; his training such , 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers , 
And never seek for aid out of himself : yet see, 
When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not wen disposed , the mind growing once corrupt , 
They turn to vicious forms , ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete , 
Who was enroU'd 'mongst wonders , and when we , 
Almost with ravish'd list'ning , could not find 
His hour of speeck a minute; he, my lady, 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his , and is become as black 
As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by us; you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust) of him 
Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices , whereof 
We cannot feel too little , hear too much. 

^ol. Stand forth; and'mtik\)o\\^V^fv\\^«&&^\ax^^' 
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1 careful subject, have collected 

duke of Buckiogham. 

I, Speak freely. 

Fir^, it was usual with him , everyday 
ifect his speech , that if the king 
thout issue die , he *d carry it so 
he sceptre his. These very words 
I him utter to his son-in-law , 
ga'ny , to whom by oath he menac'd 
pon the cardinal. 

Please your highness , note 
;rous conception in this point, 
ed by his wish , to your high person 
most malignant ; and it stretches 
u, to your friends. 

■h. My learn'd lord cardinal , 

with charity. 

I, Speak on. 

aded he his title to the crown , 
fail? to this point hast thou heard him 
le speak aught? 

He was brought to this 
prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 
I, What was that Hopkins ? 

Sir, a Chartreui friar, 
sor ; who fed him every minute 
is of sovereignty. 
I. How know'st thou this ? 

Not long before your highness sped to France, 
being at the Rose , within the parish 
rence Poultney , did of me demand 
the speech among the Londoners 
g the French j ourney ? I replied , 
i the French would prove perfidious , 
g*s danger. Presently the duke 
as the fear, indeed; and that he doubled , 
rove the verity of certain words. 
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Spoke by a holy modk; '* that oft," says he, 

* * Hath sent to me , wishing me to permit 

John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 

To hear from him a matter of some moment : 

Whom after , under the confession's seal, 

He solemnly had sworn , that what he spoke 

My chaplain to no creature liying , but 

Tome, should utter, with demure confidence 

This pausingly cnsu'd , — Neither the king , nor *s heirs , 

(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him stride 

To gain the loye o' the commonalty : the duke 

Shall govern England." 

Q. Kath, If I know you well , 

Tou were the duke's surveyor , and lost your office 
On the complaint o' the tenants : take good heed ^ 
Tou charge not in your spleen a noble person , 
And spoil your nobler soul. I say, take heed; 
Tes, heartily beseech you. 

K, Hen. Let him on. — 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke , by the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 't was dangerous foi 
To ruminate on this so far , until 
It forg'd him some design , which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do : Heanswer'd, ''Tush! 
It can do me no damage : " adding farther , 
That had the king in his last sickness fail'd , 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

K.Hen. Ha! what, so rank? Ah, ha! 

There's mischief in this man. — Canst thou say farther? 

Surv, In can, my liege. 

IT. Hen, Proceed. 

Surv, Being at Greenwi 

After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
_About Sir William Blomer , — 
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E. Hen, I remember , 

Of such a time : being my sworn servant , 
The duke retained him his. — But on: what hence? 

5ttro. *'U" quoth he, '* I for this had been committed, 
As, to the Tower, I thought , I would have play'd 
The part my fiither meant to act upon 
Th' usurper Richard; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in 's presence , which if granted , 
As he made semblance of his duty , would 
Hare put his knife into him." 

K. Hen, A giant traitor ! 

^oL Now, Madam, may his highness live in freedom , 
And this man out of prison? 

Q.Kdth. God mend all! 

K, Hen, There 's something more would out of thee : what 

say'st? 

Surv. After " the duke his father ," with * * the knife ," 
He stretch'd him , and, with one hand on his dagger , 
Another spread on 's breast , mounting hi^ eyes , 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was , — were he evil us'd , he would out-go 
His father , by as much as a performance 
I^oes an irresolute purpose. 

K, Hen, There 's his period , 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attached ; 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none, 
let him not seek't of us. By day and night , 
He 's traitor to the height. [Exmmi. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Camberlain, and Lord Sjljahs. 

Cham. Is 't possible , the spdls of France should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 
Sam^. New cusloms^ 
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Though they be never so ridiculous , 
Nay, let'em be unmanly, yet are foUow'd. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely 
A fit or two o' the face ; but they are shrewd ones , 
For when they hold 'em , you would swear directly , 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius , they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones: one i 

take it, 
That newer saw 'em pace before , the spavin , 
A springhalt reign'd among them. 

Cfiam. Death! my lord, 

Theur clothes are after such a pagan cut too , 
That, sure, they \e worn out Christendom. How now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovbll. 

Lov, 'Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That 's clapp*d upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is 't for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants , 
That fill the court with quarrels , talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I am glad 't is there : now, I would pray our mons 
To think an English courtier may be wise , 
And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 

(For so run the conditions) leave those remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France , 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto , as fights and fireworks; 
Abusing better men than they can be , 
Out of a foreign wisdom; renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis , and tall stockings , 
Short blister'd breeches , and those types of travel , 
Aad understand again like honesl xn^w , 
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Orptek to their old playfellows : there, I take it, 

Aeymay, cumffrivilegio, wear away 

Ibe lag end of their lewdness , and be laugh'd at. 

Sandi, 'T is time to give 'em physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 

Win have of these trim vanities. 

Lov, Ay, marry, 

There will be woe indeed , lords: the sly whoresons 
Hare got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands* The devil fiddle them ! I am glad they 're going. 
For, sure , there 's no converting of them : now , 
Ad honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play , may bring his plain-song , 
Andhave an hour of hearing, and, by'r-Iady, 
Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Sands: 

four colt's tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord; 

Nor shall not , while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going? 

Lov. To the cardinal's. 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O! His true: 

"fhis night he makes a supper , and a great one , 
To many lords and ladies : there will be 
the beauty of this kingdom , I '11 assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous miod indeed , 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us : 
His dews fall every where. 

Cham. • No doubt, he 's noble; 

He had a black mouth that said other of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal : in him, 
Sparlnsr would show a worse sin than ill doclTine. 
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Men of his way should be most liberal ; 
They are^et here for examples. 

Cham, True, they are so; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ; 
Your lordship shall along : — Come , good Sir Thomas , 
We shall be late else ; which I would not be , 
For I was spoke to , with Sir Henry Guildford , 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands, I am your lordship's. [Exei 

SCENE IV. 

The Presence-Chamber in York-Place. 

Hautboys. A small Table under a State for the Cardinal 
longer Table for the Guests; then enter AiiNB Bullen, 
divers Lords ^ Ladies ^ and Gentlewomen y as Guests, at 
door; at another door, enter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies , a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all : this night he dedicates 
To fair content , and you. None here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy , has brought with her 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry 
' As first good company , good wine , good welcome 
Can make good people. — O , my lord ! y* are tardy ; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thoma 

LOYBLL. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham. You are young. Sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands^ Sir Thomas Loyell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him , some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested , 
I think, would better please 'em: by my life. 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. O! that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these. 
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Sands. I would, I were; 

lliey should find easy penance. 

Lov. Faith, how easy? 

Sands, As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir Harry, 
Place you that side , I 'U take the charge of this : 
His grace is entering. — Nay , you must not freeze ; 
Two women plac'd together makes cold weather : — 
Mj lord Sands , you are one will keep 'em waking ; 
Fny , sit between these ladies. 

Sands, By my faith , 

ind thank your lordship. — By your leave , sweet ladies : 

[Seats liimse{f between Amnb Bullbn and another 
Lady, 
If 1 chance to talk a little wild , forgive me ; 
I had it from my father. 

Aime, Was he mad , Sir? 

Sands, O! yerymad, exceeding mad ; in love too; 
But he would bite none : just as I do now , 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisses her, 

Cham, Well said , my lord. — 

So, now you are fairly seated. — Gentlemen , 
The penance lies on you , if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands, For my little cure , 

let me alone. 

Hautboys, Enter Cardinal Wolbey , attended , and fakes 

his state. 

Wot, Y* are welcome , my fair guests : that noble lady , 
Or gentleman , that is not freely merry , 
Is not my friend. This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health. [Drinks, 

Sands, Your grace is noble : 

Let me have such a bowl-may hold my thanks , 
Aad save me so much talking. 
^ff/' My lord Sands , 
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I am beboldiDg to yon : cheer your neighbours. — 
Lardies , you are not merry : — gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks , my lord; then, we shall have 'em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester , 

My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, ifl make my play. 

Here 's to your ladyship ; and pledge it , Madam , 
For 't is to such a thing , — 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace , they would talk anon. 

[Drum and Trumpets within ^ Chambers dis 

fToL What 's t 

Cham. Look out there , some of you. [JExita 

fFol. What warlik 

And to what end is this? — Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y' are priyileg'd. 

Re-enter Servant, 

Cham. How now! what is 't? 

Serv. A noble troop of strai 

For so they seem : they 've left their barge , and landed ; 
And hither make , as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

^ol. Good lord chamberlain , 

€rO , give them welcome ; you can speak the French tongi 
And, pray, receive them nobly , and conduct them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them. — Some attend him. — 

[Exit Chamberlain attended. All arise , an 
removed. 
You have now a broken banquet ; but we *\\ mend it. 
A good digestion to you all ; and, once more, 
I shower a welcome on ye. — Welcome 3i3!\. 
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Bautboys, Enter the King, and Others, as Maskers, habited 
Uke Shepherds , ushered by the Lord Chamberlain, They pass 
directly btfore the Cardinal, and gracqfully salute him. 

A Doble company! what are their pleasures? 

Cham, Because they speak no English , thus they pray'd 
To tell your grace : — That , having heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here , they could do no less , 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty , 
Bot leave their flocks , and under your fair conduct , 
Crave leave to view these ladies , and entreat 
An hour of revels with them . 

fToL Say, lord chamberlain , 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I pay them 
A thousand thanks, and pray them take their pleasures. 

{Ladies chosen/or the Dance, The King takes Amvb 

BULLEN. 

R,Hen, The fairest hand I ever touch'd. O, beauty! 
Till now I never knew thee. [Music, Damce. 

JFol, My lord,— ^ •. 

Cham, Tour grace? 

JFol, Pray tell them thus much from meu 

There should be one amongst them , by his person , 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom , 
If I but knew him , with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham, I will, my lord. 

[Cham, goes to the Maskers, and returns. 

fFoU What say they? 

Cham, Such a one , they all confess , 

There is, indeed; which they would have your grace 
find out, and he will take it. 

Wol, Let me see then. — 

[Comes from his State. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, herelllmak^ 
"By royal choice. 
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K, Hen, You have found him , cardinal. 

{Utunoiking, 
You hold a fair assembly ; you do well , lord : 
You are a churchman , or, I '11 tell you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 

fFoL I am glad , 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen, My lord chamberlain , 

Pr'ythee, come hither. What fair lady 's that? 

Cham. An 't please your grace, Sir Thomas Bullen's 

daughter , — 
The viscount Rochford , — one of her highness' women. 

K. Hen , By heaven , she is a dainty one. — Sweet-heart , 
I were unmannerly to take'you out, 
And not to kiss you. — A health , gentlemen ! 
Let it go round. * 

fFol. Sir Thomas Lovell , is the banquet ready 
I* the privy chamber? 
. Lov, Yes , my lord. 

^^61, Your grace, 

l-fear , with dancing is a little heated. 

K.Hen» I fear, too much. 

WoL There 's fresher air , my lord. 

In the next chamber. 

K, Hen, Lead in your ladies , every one. — Sweet partner 
I must not yet forsake you. — Let 's be merry, 
Good my lord cardinal : 1 have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies , and a measure 
To lead them once again ; and then let 's dream 
Who 's best in favour. — Let the music knock it. 

[Exeunt with TntmpeU 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
A Street. 

Enter Two Gentlemen, meeting. 

1 Gent, Whither away so fast? 

2 Gent. O ! — God save yon. 
S'en to the hall , to hear what shall become 

'Of the great duke of BuckiDgham. 

1 Gent. 1 11 save yon 

Aat labour, Sir. All 's now done , but the ceremony 
O/brJDgiDg back the prisoner. 

2 Gent. Were you there? 
\Gent. Tes, indeed, was I. 

2 Gent. Pray* speak what has happened. 

1 Gent. Ton may guess quickly what. 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty? 

1 Gent. Tes , truly is he , and condemned upon it. 

2 Gent. I am sorry for 't. 

1 Gent. So are a number more. 

%Gent. But, pray, howpass'dit? 

1 Gent. I '11 teU yon in a little. The great duke 
imetothebar; where, to his accusations 

! pleaded still not guilty , and alleg'd 
my sharp reasons to defeat the law. 
le king's attorney , on the contrary , 
g'd on the examinations , proofs , confessions 
divers witnesses , which the duke desir'd 
have brought , vivd voce , to his face : 
which appeared against him , his surveyor; 
Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Car, 
nfessor to him ; with that devil-monk , 
tpkins , that made this mischief. 

2 Gent. That was he, 
at fed him with his prophecies? 

1 Gent. The same, - — ■ 

these aceas'd Aim strongly; which he fain 
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Would have flung firom him , but, indeed, he could not: 

And so his peers , upon this cyidence , 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 

He spoke , and learnedly , for life ; but all 

Was either pitied in him , or forgotten. 

!lGent. After all this , how did he bear himself? 

1 Gent, When he was brought again to the bar , to hear 
His knell rung out, his judgment, hewasstirr'd 
With such an agony ; he sweat extremely , 
And something spoke in choler , ill , and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again , and sweetly 
In aH the rest show'd a most noble patience. 

H Gent, I do not think , he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure , ne does n 

He was never so womanish : the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

% Gent. Certainly, 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

iGent. 'T is likely. 

By all conjectures : first, Kildare's attainder. 
Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov'd , 
Earl Surrey was sent thither , and in haste too , 
Lest he should help his father. 

HGent. That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. At his return, 
No doubt, he win requite it. This is noted, 
And generally ; whoever the king favours , 
The cardinal instantly will find employment , 
And far enough firom court too. 

2 Gent. All the commons 
Hate him perniciously , and, o' my conscience , 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 

They love and dote on ; call him, bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy — 

1 Gent. Stay there. Sir; 

And see the noble rain'd man ^^ou s^^^Al ol« 
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iucKn^GHAM /rom his Arraignment; TipstavtM btfore 
the Axe vnth the Edge towards him; Halberds on each 
accompanied with Sir Thomas Lotbll , Sir Nicholas 
, iSir William Sands , and common people, 

ftt. Let 's stand close , and behold him. 
r. All good people, 

thus far have come to pity me , 
at 1 say , and then go home and lose me. 
is day received a traitor's judgment, 
hat name must die : yet, heayen bear witness 
have a conscience let it sink me, 
the axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
I bear no malice for my death , 
ne upon the premises but justice; 
e that sought it 1 could wish more Christians : 
they will, I heartily forgive them, 
lem look they glory not in mischief, 
d their evils on the graves of great men ; 
my guiltless blood must cry against them, 
er life in this world I ne'er hope , 
I sue , although the king have mercies 
in I dare make faults. You few that lov'd me, 
i be bold to weep for Buckingham , 
e friends and fellows , whom to leave 
itter to him , only dying , 
me, like good angels, to my end; 
the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
jfour prayers one sweet sacrifice , 
my soul to heaven. — Lead on , o' God's name. 

I do beseech your grace for charity , . 
ly malice in your heart 
i against me, now to forgive me frankly. 
. Sir Thomas Lovell , I as free forgive you. 
Id be forgiven : 1 forgive all ; 
Quot be those numberless offences 
te, that I can not take peace yifMh I nobUtVttiTl 
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Shall make my grave. Commend me to his grace ; 
And, ifhe speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
You met him half in heayen. My vows and prayers 
Tet are the king's ; and , till my soul forsake , 
Shall cry for blessings on him ; may he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Everbelov'd, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace ; 
Then , give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Taux , 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

raux. Prepare there ! 

The duke is coming : see, the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture , as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone : my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable , 
And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers , 
That never knew what tmith meant. I now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan for 't. 
Bly noble father , Henry of Buckingham , 
Who first raised head against usurpring Richard , 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being distressed , was by that wretch betray'd , 
And without trial fell : God's peace be with him ! 
Henry the seventh succeeding , truly pitying 
My father's loss , like a most royal prince , 
Rcstor'd me to my honours ; and out of ruins 
Made my name once more noble. Now, his son, 
Henry the eighth , life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial , 
And , must needs say , a noble one ; which makes me 
A Utile happier than my WTClc\i<^d {«A.Vv^t \ 



KING HENRY Till. 29 

ur we are one in fortunes, — both 
r servants , by those men we loy*d most : 
inataral and faithless service ! 
IS an end in all : yet, you that hear me , 
a dying man receive as certain : 
u are liberal of your loves , and counsels , 
you be -not loose ; for those you make friends , 
'Our hearts to , when they once perceive 
*ub in your fortunes , fall away 
* from ye , never found again 
they mean to sink ye. All good people , 
e. I must now forsake ye : the last hour 
I weary life is come upon me. 
and when you would say something that is sad , 
r I fell. — I have done , and God forgive me ! 

[Exeunt Buckihgham , Ae^ 
. O ! this is full of pity. — Sir , it calls , 
» many curses on their heads 
the authors. 

^ Ifthe duke be guiltless, 
^woe ; yet I can give you inkling 
ingevil, if it fall, 
m this. 

Good angels keep it from us ! 
it be? You do not doubt my faith, Sir? 

This secret is so weighty, 't will require 
ith to conceal it. 

Let me have it : 
k much. 

I am confident : » 
Sir. Did you not of late days hear 
>f a separation 
e king and Kathari^ne? 

\ Yes, but it held not; 
le king once heard i% , out of anger 
omand to the lord tnajor straight 
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To stop the rumour , and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander , Sir , 

Is found a truth now ; for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was , and held for certain 
The iiiog will venture at it. Either the cardinal , 
Or some about him near , have out of malice 
To the good queen possessed him with a scruple , . 

That will undo her : to confirm this , too , ^ 

Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd , and lately, 
As all think , for this business. 

1 Gent 'T is the cardinal ; t . 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor , \ 
For not bestowing on him , at his asking , 
The archbishoprick of Toledo , this is purposed. 

2 Gent, I think , you have hit the mark : but is 't not cruel « 
That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardinal * , - 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gent, T iyvoful. 

We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let 's think in private more. [Exewid 

I 

SCENE II. 

I 

An Ante-chamber in the Palace. - i 

i 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter, 

Cham, *'My Lord, — The horses your lordship sent fiir« 
with all the care I had , I saw well chosen , ridden, and furoished** 
They were young, and handsome, and of the best breed in the 
north. When they were ready to set out for London, a man of nj 
lord cardinal's , by commission and main power , took them flroiil 
me ; with this reason , — his master would be served before a sob-' 
ject, if not before the king; which stopped our mouths , Sir." 
I fear, he will, indeed. Well, let him have them 
He will have aU , I think. 
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Enter the Dukes ({^Norfolk and Suffolk. 
r. Well met, my lord chamberlain. 
zm. Good day to both your graces. 
f. How is the king employed? 
am. I left him private , 

Tsad thoughts and troubles, 
r. What 's the cause? 

am. It seems, the marriage with his brother's wife 
ept too near conscience. 
f. No; his conscience 

ept too near another lady. 
r. 'Tisso. 

} the cardinal's doing , the king-cardinal : 
lind priest , like the eldest son of fortune , 
what he list. The king will know him one day. 
f. Pray God, he do: he '11 never know himself else. 
>r. How holily he works in all his business , 
ith what zeal; for, now he has crack'd the league 
en us and the emperor, the queen's great nephew, 
es into the king's soul ; and there scatters 
rs, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
out of all these , to restore the king , 
iQsels a divorce : a loss of her , 
ke a jewel has hung twenty years 
his neck , yet never lost her lustre ; 
, that loves him with that excellence 
ngels love good men with ; even of her 
rhen the greatest stroke of fortune falls , 
less the king. And is not this course pious ? 
am. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! T is most true, 
news are every where ; every tongue speaks them , 
rery true heart weeps for 't. AU, that dare 
nto these affairs , see this main end , — 
rench king's sister. Heaven will one day open 
ng'seyes, that so long have slept upon 
old had man. 
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» 

St{f, And free us from his slavery. 

Nor, We had need pray , 
And heartily, for our deliverance , 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages. All men's honours 
Lie like one lump before him , to be fashion'd 
Into what pitch he please. 

Suf, Forme, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there 's my creed. 
As I am made without him , so I '11 stand , 
If the king please : his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike , they 're breath I not believe in. 
I knew him , and I know him ; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud , the pope. 

Nor. Let 's in. 

And with some other business put the king 
From these sad thoughts , that work too much upon him. — 
My lord , you '11 bear us company? 

Cham, Excuse me; 

The king hath sent me other-where : besides , 
You '11 find a most unfit time to disturb him. 
Health to your lordships. 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberl 

lExit Lord Chambt 

Norfolk opens a folding-door. The King is discovered si 

and reading pensively . 

St{f. How sad he looks : sure, he is much aiOicted. 

K. Hen. Who is there? ha ! 

Nor. Pray God, hebenottngi 

K.Hen» Who's there, I say? How dare you thrust yooi 
Into my private meditations? 
WhoamI?ha! 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences , 
Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty this way 
Is business of estate ; in wich we come 
To kaow your royal pleasure. 
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I • 

R.Hen. > - Ye are too bold. 

Go to ; I '11 make ye know your times of budness : • 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha! — 

Enter Wolset and Campeius. 

Who's there? <ny good lord cardinal? — O! myWolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience ; 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You 're welcome , [To Campxius. 

Host learned reverend Sir , into our kingdom : 

Useu§, audit. — Hy good lord, have great care 

I be not found a talker. [To Woubt.* 

Wol, Sir, you cannot. 

I would , your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

R.Uen, We are busy: go. 

iTo Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor. This priest has no pride in him. 

Suf, Not to speak of; 

I would not be so sick though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. ) Atide. 

Nor. If it do, 

1 11 venture one have at him. 

St{f. I another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 

IToL Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes , in committing freely 
Tour scruple to the voice of Christendom. 
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
Ihe Spaniard , tied by blood and favour to her , , 

Hust now confess , ifthey have any goodness, 
Ihe trial just and noble. All the clerks , 
(mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Have their free voices : Rome, the nurse of judgment, 
[Qvited by your noble self , hath sent 
)ae general tongue unto us , this good man , 
this just and learned priest , Cardinal Camp«\a8 *, 
^om once more I present unto your highness. 
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K, Hen. And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome , 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves : 
They have sent me snch a man I would have wish'd for. 

Cam, Your grace must needs deserve all strangers* loves, 
You are so noble. To your highness' hand 
I tender my commission; by whose virtue, • 
(The court of Rome commanding) you , my lord 
Cardinal of York , arejoin'dwithme, their servant, 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

K, Hen, Two equi^ men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. — Where 's Gardiner? 

fToL I know, your majesty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law , 
Scholars t_ allowed freely to argue for her. 

K. Hen, Ay , and the best , she shall have ; and my favour 
To him that does best: God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me , my new secretary: 
I find him a fit fellow. lExit Woise 

Re-enter Wolsbt , unih Gardiner. 

/ToK Give me your hand; much joy and favour to you : 
You are the king's now. 

Gard, But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace , whose hand has rais'd me. 

K.ffen, Come hither, Gardiner. iThey walk and whitu 

Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Bace 
In this man's place before him? 

ff^oL Yes, he was. 

Cam, Was he not held a learned man ?. 

ff^oL Yes, sorely. 

Cam. B^ove Bie,^ there 's an ill opinioa ^read , theii^ 
Even of yourself , lord cardinal. 

f^ol. How! of me? 

Cam* They wfll noi al^ck V» sk<i ^ ^^^ «««\»lhim; 
And i^Mriog he would vise » YkA^«&^^vTVuQra&^ 

•1 
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ICept him t foreign man still ; which so griev'd him , 

That he ran mad, and died. 

W^oL Heaven's peace be with him ! 

That 's Christian care enongh: for liiring mnrmnrers 

There 's places of rebuke. He was a fool , 
Tor he woold needs be Tirtuons : that good fellow , 
If I command him , follows my appointment : 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 
R, Hen^ Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

lEmt Garoimbk. 
The most convenient place that I can think of, 
Tor such receipt of learning , is Black-Friars : 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business. — 
Mj Wolsey , see it fumish'd. — my lord ! 
Would it not grieve an able man , to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscience, — 
0! 't is a tender place , and I must leav& her. lExetmt. 

SCENE IIL 
An Ante-chamber in the Queen's Apartments. 

JEii/erANNBBuLLBH, and an old Lady. 

jfyme. Not for that neither : — here 's the pang that pinches ; 
Bis highness having Uv'd so long inth her , and she 
So good t lady, that no tongue could ever 
Enounce dishonour of her , — by my life , 
She never knew harm-doing , — !' now , after 
So many courses of the sun enthroned, 
Stfll growing in a majesty md pomp , the which 
To leave, a thousand-fold more* bitter, than 
'T is sweet at first t' acquire , — after this process^. 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard \«nK<^^i 

Melt aadlameot for ber. 



36. l^ING HENRY VIU. 

Anne. O, God*swill! much better, 

She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal , 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer , 't is a sufiferance panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

OldL. Alas , ' poor lady ! 

She 's a stranger no^ again? 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily , 
I swear, 't is better to be lowly born , 
And range with humble livers in content , 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old, L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth , and maidenhead , 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me , I would , 

And venture maidenhead for 't ; and so would you , 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy. 
You that have so fair parts of woman on you , 
Have , too , a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence , wealth , sovereignty : 
Which , to say sooth , are blessings , and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive , 
If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth , — 

OldL. Yes, troth, and troth. — You would not be a q 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 

OldL. 'T is strange: a three-pence bowed would hire : 
Old as I am, to queen it. But, I pray you, 
What think you of a duchess? have yon limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

^/i/. L. Jlica yon are weakly mad^. VVw^k. off a little : 
/ would not be a joung counl in ^oxn "« vj , 
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« 

than blushing comes to. If your hack 
}uchsafe this burden , 't is too weak 
et a boy. 

How you do talk ! 
^in, I would not be a queen 
e world. • 

L. In faith, for little England 

inture an emballing : I myself 
)r Carnarvonshire , although there 'long*d 
to the crown but that. Lo ! who comes here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, 

I. Good morrow, ladies. What were 't worth to know 
li of your conference? 

My good lord, 
demand: it values not your asking, 
ress' sorrows we were pitying. 
\. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
•n of good women : there is hope 
•e well. 

Now, I pray God, amen! 
u You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blessings 
ich creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
I speak sincerely, and high notes 
your many virtues , the king's majesty 
ds his good opinion of you to you , and 
pose honour to you , no less flowing 
rchioness of Pembroke; to which title 
ind pound a-year ,' annual support, 
s grace he adds. 

I do not know, 
id of my obedience I should tender: 
n my all is nothing ; nor my prayers 
vords duly haIIow*d , nor my wishes 
rth than empty vanities : yet prayers, and wishes, 
can return . Beseech your lordship , 
Is to speak mj thanks , and my obediexxcfc , 
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K, Hen. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come into the 

court. 

Crier. Katharine, queen of England, 6cc, 

\The Queen makes no answer , rises out of her ehaiTt 
goes about the court , comes to the King, and 
kneels at his feet; then speaks,] 

Q.Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice. 
And to bestow your pity on me ; for 
I am a most poor woman , and a stranger, 
Bora out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent , nor no more assurance 
Ofequal friendship and proceeding. Alas! Sir, 
In what have I offended you? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure , 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your ^ood grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I hare been to you a true and humble wife , 
At idl times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike , 
Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or sorry. 
As I saw it inclin'd. When was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire , ^ 
Or made it not mine too ? Or wh ich of your friends 
Have I not strove to love , although I knew 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine , 
That had to him deriv'd your anger , did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharged. Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your vrife , in this obedience , 
Upward of twenty years , and have been blest 
With many children by you : if in the course 
And process of this time , you can report , 
And prove it too , against mine honour aught , 
My bond to wedlock , or mj love and duty , 
Against your sacred person , in God's name , 
Tarameawaj; and let the fouVsl conVcm^x. 
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Shut door upon me , and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, Sir, 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit and judgment : Ferdinand , 

Myfotber, king of Spain, was reckoned one 

The wisest prince , that there had reign'd hy many 

A year before : it is not to be questioned 

That they had gather'd a wise council to them 

Of every realm , that did debate this business , 

Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 

Beseech you , Sir , to spare me , till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain adyis'd , whose counsel 

I will implore : if not, i' the name of God, 

Tonr pleasure be fulfill'd ! 

fToL You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice) these reverend fathers ; men 

Of singular integrity and learning, 

Tea, the elect o' the land, who are assembled 

To plead your cause. It shall be therefore bootless , 
That longer you desire the court , as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsetUed in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly:^ therefore, Madam, 
It '8 fit this royal session do proceed , 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd and heard. 

Q, Kath . Lord cardinal , 

To you I q^eak. 

IFol. Your pleasure, Madam? 

Q.Kath. Sir, 

I am about to weep; but, thinking that 
We are a queen , (or long have dream'd so) certain 
The daughter of a king , my drops of tears 
1 11 torn to sparks of fire. 
^^- Be patient yet. 
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Q.Kath. I will, wheo yon are humble; Dty, before, 
Or God will punish me. I do believe , 
Induc'd by potent circumstances , that 
You are mine enemy, and make ray challenge: 
You shall not be my judge ; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me , 
Which God's dew quench. — Therefore , I say again , 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul. 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more , 
I hold my most malicious foe , and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

fToL I do profess , 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity , and displayed th' effects 
Of disposition gentle , and of wisdom 
Overtopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong: 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any: how far I have proceeded. 
Or how far farther shall , is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory. 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it. 
The king is present : if it be known to him , 
That I gainsay my deed , how may he wound , 
And worthily, myfUsehood; yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 
That I am free of your report , he knows , 
I am not of your wrong : therefore , in him 
It lies, to cure me; and the cure is , to 
Remove these thoughts from you : the which before 
His highness shall speak in , I do beseech 
You, gracious Madam, to unthink your speaking. 
And to say so no more. 

Q.Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman , much too weak 
To oppose jour cunn!ng. Y' are meek, and hnmble-moiith'd 
ToasigajoarpUce and caIUu|(\ikiQS\«^iB^%> 

1 
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ith meekness and hnmility ; bat your heart 
cramm'd with arrogancy , spleen, and pride, 
a have , by fortune and his highness' favours , 
ne slightly o'er low steps , and now are mounted 
bere powers are your retainers ; and your words , 
mestics to you , serve your will , as 't please 
urself pronounce their office. I must tell you , 
u tender more your person's honour , than 
ur high profession spiritual ; that again 
lo refuse you for my judge , and here , 
ifore you all , appeal unto Uie pope , 
I bring my whole cause 'fore his hoUness , 
id to be judg'd by him. 

[She curtsies to the Ring , and i^ers to depart. 

Cam, The queen is obstinate , 

obbom to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
sdainful to be tried by 't : 't is not well. 
16 's going away. 

K, Hen. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine, queen of England, come into the court. 

Gent, Ush. Madam , you arc call'd back. 

Q. Kath, What need you note4t7 pray you , keep your way: 
lien you are call'd , return. — Now the Lord help ! 
ley vex me past my patience. — P:ay you , pass on : 
riU not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 
pon this business , my appearance make 
any of their courts. [Exeunt Queen ^ and her Attendants. 

K.Hen. Go thy ways, Kate: 

lat man i' the world who shall report he has 
better wife , let him in nought be trusted , 
>r speaking false in that. Thou art, alone, 
f thy rare qualities , sweet gentleness , 
ly meekness saint-like , wife-like government , 
beying in commanding, and thy parts 
»vereign and pious else , could speak ihee coQ 
}$ queai of earthly queens. — Sh« 's noble boTu; 
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And , like her tnie nobility , she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

fTol. Most gracious Sir , 

Id humblest manner I require your highness , 
That it shall please you to declare , in hearing 
Of aU these ears , (for where I am robb'd and bound , 
There must I be unloosed , although not there 
At once , and fully satisfied) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness, or 
Laid any scruple in your way , which might 
Induce you to the question on 't? or ever 
Have to you , but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, spake one the least word , that might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 
Or touch of her good person? 

K. Hen, My lord cardinal , 

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from H. You are not to be taught 
That yon have many enemies , that know not 
Why they are so , but , like to village curs , 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. Y' are excus'd ; 
But will yon be more justified ?**you ever 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business ; never 
Desir'dittobestirr'd; but oft have hinder'd, oft. 
The passages made toward it. — On my honour, 
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point , 
And thus £ur clear him. Now , what mov'd me to 't . 
I will be bold with time^ and your attention : — 
Then , mark th' inducemen*. Thus it came ; — give heed ti 
My conscience first received a tenderness, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd 
By the bishop of Bayonne , then French ambassador; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating, 
A marriage 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Par daughter Mary, V the progress of this business , 
Ere a detenninate resoluUoii , \k^. 
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(I mean , the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 

Whether onr daughter were legitimate , 

Eespeeting this our marriage with the dowager, 

Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite shook 

The bosom of my conscience, enter'dme. 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 

The region of my breast; which forc'd such way. 

That many maz'd considerings did throng, 

And press'd in with this caution. First, methought, 

I stood not in the smile of Heayen ; who had 

Commanded nature , that my lady's womb. 

If it conceir'd a male child by me , should 

Do no more offices of life to 't , than 

The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue 

Or died where they were made , or shortly after 

This world had air'd them. Hence I took a thought , 

This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom , 

^ell worthy the best heir o' the world , should not 

Be gladded in 't by me. Then follows, that 

I weigh'd the danger which my realms stood in 

By this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild sea of my conscience , I did steer 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present here together ; that 's to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience , — which 

I then did feel full sick , and yet not well , — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land , 

And doctors learn'd. First, I began iii private 

With you, my lord of Lincoln: you remember 

How under my oppression I did reek , 

When I first mov'd you. 

Imu Very well, my liege. 

R, Hen, I have spoke long : be pleas'd yourself to say 
How far jon satisSed me. 

^'^' So please your ^iglmess > 

1V^ 
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The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in 't> 
And consequence of dread , — thiat I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had to doubt , 
And did entreat your highness to this course , 
Which you are running here. 

K. Hen. I then moVd you> 

My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons. — Unsolicited 
I left no rcYerend person in this court ; 
But by particular consent proceeded, 
Under your hands and seals: therefore, goon^ 
For no dislike i' the world against the person 
Of the good queen , but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons drive this forward. 
Prove but our marriage lawftd , by my life , 
And kingly dignity , we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her , 
Katharine our queen , before the primest creature 
That 's paragon'd o' the world. 

Cam, So please your highnes 

The queen being absent, 't is a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court tiU farther day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen , to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

R, Hmu I may perceive , 

These cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
This dUatory sloth , and tricks of Rome. 
My leara'd and wett-betoved servant, Cranmer! 
Pr*ythee, return: witk thy approach, I know. 
My comfort comes along. — Break up the court : 
I say, set on. 

(fixewU^ mmtamer as tkey 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Pakee at Bridewell. 
A Room in the Queen's Apartment. 

7%« Queen , and her JTomen , a» at towk, 

. Kath. Take thy late, wench: my sonl grows std with 

troubles; 
, and disperse them , if thou canst. Leave working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with hit lute made trees, 
And the mountain-tops , that freeze , 

Bow themselves , when he did sing : 
To his music fplanh, and flowers , 
Ever sprung f as sun, and showers. 

There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing t/iat heard himplay, 
Even the billows qfthe sea. 

Hung their heads , and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art, 
Killing care, and grief (if heart , 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die» 

Enter a Gentleman^ 
Rath. How now ! 

mt. AaI please year grace, the two great cardinals 
in the presence. 

Rath. Would they speak with me? 

mt. They will 'd me say so, Madam. 
Rath* Pray their graces 

me near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their business 
me, a poor weak woman. Men from favour? 
ot like their coming, now I think on 't. 
should be good men , their aiSiurs as Tig;Viteoxi&\ 
hoods make not monks. 
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Enter WoLSEY and Caweivs, 

fTol. Peace to your highness. 

Q, Rath, Your graces find me here part of a housewife ; 
I would be all , against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me , reverend lords? 

fp'bl. May it please you , noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber , we shall give you 
The fuU cause of our coming. 

Q, Rath. Speak it here. 

There 's nothing I have done yet , o' my conscience , 
Deserves a corner : would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue , every eye saw them , 
Envy and ba^^ opinion set against them , 
I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out , and that way I am wife in , 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

f^oL Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, regina sereKk 

sima, — 

Q,Rath, 0, good my lord, no Latin: 
I am not such a truant since my coming , 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in : 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange , suspicious; 
Pray, speak in English. Here are some will thank you, 
If you speak truth , for their poor mistress' sake : 
Believe me, she has had much wrong. Lord cardinal , 
The willing'st sin I ever yet committed, 
May be absolved in English . ' 

fToL Noble lady, 

I am sorry, my integrity should breed, 
(And service to his majesty and you) 
So deep suspicion , where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation , 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses. 
Nor to betray any you wa^ to soiio^ \ 
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DO much, good lady; bat to know 
:and minded in the weighty difference 
e king and you , and to deliver , 
ad honest men , our just opinions , 
rts to your cause. 

Most honoured Madam , 
Fork, — out of his noble nature , 
>edience he still bore your grace , 
like a good man , your late censure 
truth and him , (which was too far) -— 
[do, in a sign of peace, 
and his counsel. 

To betray me. [j4nde 

[ thank you both for your good wills , 
:e honest men, (pray God, ye prove so!) 
make ye suddenly an answer , 
tint of weight , so near mine honour , 
my life, I fear,) with my weak wit , 

men of gravity and learning, 
know not. I was set at work 
Daids; full little, God knows, looking 
ich men , or such business, 
t that I have been , for I feel 
)f my greatness , good your graces , 

time and counsel for my cause. 

a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

ladam , you wrong the king's love with these fears : 
md friends are infinite. 

In England , 
myproGt: can you think, lords, 
^lishman dare give me counsel? 
rn friend , 'gainst his highness' pleasure , 
be grown so desperate to be honest) 
ibject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
ist weigh out my aMicUons , 
irusi must grow to , Jive not here : 
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Theyare^ as all my other comforts, far hence, 
Id mine own counby , lords. 

Cam, I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefiB , and take my counsel. 

Q.Kath. How, Sir? 

Cam. Put your main cause into the king's protection ; 
He's loving, and most gracious : 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better , and your cause ; 
For if the trial of the law o'ertake you. 
You 11 part away disgrac'd. 

JFoL He tells you righdy. 

Q, Kath, Ye tell me what ye wish for both , — my ruin. 
Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon ye ! 
Heaven is above all yet : there sits a Judge 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam, Your rage mistakes us. 

Q, Kath. The more shame for ye ! holy men I thought ye, 
Upon my soul , two reverend cardinal virtues ; 
But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts , I fear ye. 
Mend them for shame , my lords. Is this your comfort? 
. The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady? 
A woman lost among ye , laugh'dat, scorn'd? 
I will not wish ye half my miseries , 
I have more charity ; but say, Iwam'dye: 
Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

fToL Madam, this is a mere distraction; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kath, Ye turn me into nothing. Woe upon ye , 
And all such false professors ! Would ye have me 

f ye have any justice , any pity , 
I A^ be any thing but churchmen's habits) 
PtPHiy sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas ! he has banish'd me his bed already ; 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords. 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him. 
Js onlj mj obedience • What canYiOLV^^iv \ 
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To me aboTe this wretchedness? all your studies 
Hake me a curse like this. 

Cam, Your fears are worse. 

Q. Rath, Have I liy'd thus long — (let me speak myself. 
Since virtue finds no friends ,) — a wife , a true one ? 
A woman (I dare say without yain-glory) 
Never yet branded with suspicion? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king? lov'd him next heaven? obey'dhim? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him? 
Ahnost forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband , 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure , 
And to that woman , when she has done most, 
Yet will I add an honour , — a great patience. 

JF'oU Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Q.Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

f^ol, Pray, hear me. 

Q. Rath, Would I had never trod this English earth. 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels' faces , but heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — 
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes! 

[To her fFomen. 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom , where no pity , 
No friends, uQhope, no kindred weep for me , 
Ahnost no grave allow'd me. — Like the lily , 
That once was mistress of the field and flourish'd , 
I'D hang my head, and perish. 

WoU If your grace 

Could bat be hrought to know our ends are lionesii , 
Ton 'd Ad more comfort. Why should "we , ^ood\^^lt 
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* 

Upon what cause, wrong you? alas! onr places, 

The way of onr profession is against it : 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them. 

For goodness' sake , consider what you do ; 

How you may hurt yourself , ay, utterly 

Grow from the king's acquaintance by this carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience , 

So much they love it ; but to stubborn spirits , 

They swell , and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as CYcn as a calm : pray, think us 

Those we profess , peace-makers, friends, and servants 

Cam, Jfadam, you '11 find it so. Ton wrong youri 
With these weak women's fears : a noble spirit , 
As yours was put into you , ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves yoi 
Beware, you lose it not: for us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q.Rath, Do what ye will, my lords: and, pray, fc 
If I have us'd myself unmannerly. 
You know I am a woman , lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray do my service to his majesty: 
He has my heart yet , and shall have my prayers , 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers ; 
Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs , 
That little thought , when she set footing here. 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

SCENE II. 

Ante-chamber to the King's Apartment. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk J the Duke qfSvwvoLK^ th 
SuRRBT , and the Lord Chamberlain, 
Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints , 
And force them with a consUnc^ , \]h^ c«x^\\»\ 
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CanDOt stand under them : if you omit 
The offer of this time , I cannot promise , 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces , 
,^ith these you bear already. 

Sttr. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion , that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law , the duke , 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Siif, Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him , or at least 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
Hie stamp of nobleness in any person , 
Oot of himself? 

Cham. My lords , you speak your pleasures. 

What he deserves of you and me , I know ; 
What we can do to him , (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king , never attempt 
Any thing on him , for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in 's tongue. 

Nor. O! fear him not; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him , that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No , he 's settled , 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur, Sir , 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor, Believe it, this is true. 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears , 
As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur» How came 

Hispractices to light? 

Sttf", Most strangely. 

Sur. 01 ho\??liOvt 

i%? Tie cardinaTs letter to the pope miscamed > 
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And came to the eye o' the king; wherein was read , 

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 

To stay the judgment o* the divorce ; for if 

It did take place , ** I do " quoth he , '* perceive , 

My king is tangled in affection to 

A creature of the queen's , lady Anne BuUen." 

Sur. Has the king this ? 

Siif. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham, The king in this perceives him , how he coasts , 
And hedges , his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder , and he brings his physic 
After his patient's death : the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. Would he had! 

Siif. May you be happy in your wish, my lord; 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Sur, Now all my joy 

Trace the copjunction ! 

Siif. My amen to 't 

Nor. All men's. 

« Siif, There 's order given for her coronation : 
Marry , this is yet but young , and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But , my lords , 
She is a gallant creature , and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade, me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land , which shall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur, But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal's? 
Lord forbid! 

Nor, Marry, amen! 

Siif, No, no: 

There be more wasps that buz about his nose , 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stolen away to Bome ; hath ta'en no leave ; 
Jffss left the cause o' the king unYiMi^^^ , mA 
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1, as the agent of our cardinal, 

id all his plot. I do assure you 

i; cried, ha! at this. 

n. Now, God incense him , 

him cry ha! louder. 

But, my lord, 
sturnsCranmer? 

He is retum'd , in his opinions , which 
isfied the king for his divorce , 
r with all famous coUeges 
in Christendom. Shortly , I believe , 
nd marriage shall be publish'd, and 
mation. Katharine no more 
cali'd queen , but princess dowager , 
low to prince Arthur. 

This same Cranmer's 
y' fellow , and hath ta'en much pain 
ing's business. 

He has ; and we shall see him 
I archbishop. 

So I hear. 

'Tisso. 
linal — 

Enter Wolsbt and Cromwell. 

Observe, observe; he's moody. 
• The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king? 
rt. To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 
. Look'd he o' th' inside of the paper? 
PI. Presently 

mseal them , and the Grst he view'd , 
t with a serious mind ; a heed : '^ ' 

lis countenance : yon he bade 
lim here this morning. 

Is he ready 
I abroad? 
1, I ihiDk , by this he is. lExtt Csi^vw^vu. 
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A^o/. Leave me awhile. — : 
It shall be to the duchess of Alencon , 
The French king's sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen? No; I '11 no Anne Bullens for him : 
There 's more in H than fair visage. — Bullen ! 
No, we '11 no BuUens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioness of Pembroke ! 

Nor, He 's discontented. 

Suf, Maybe, he hears the kin£ 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough, 

Lord! fot thy justice. 

JFoL The late queen's gentlewoman , a knignt's dang] 
To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen's queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear : 't is 1 must snuff it ; 
Then , out it goes. — What though I know her virtuous , 
And well deserving , yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our hard-A-ui'd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king , 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at something. 

Sitf. I would, 't were something that would fret the str 
The master-cord on 's heart ! 

Enter the Rinff, reading a Scliedule ; and Lovblx. 

Suf, The king , the king. 

K, Hen, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated , 
To his own portion ! and what expence by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together? — Now , my lords ; 
Saw yon the cardinal ? 

Stood here observing lum. Som^ sliaa^^ ^wMWi'CxwsL 
^sla his brain : he bites liislip , mvBl s\ax\5\ 
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5b^ on a sadden, looks upon the ground , , 

Iken, lays his finger on his temple; straight. 
Springs out into fiist gait ; then , stops again , 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon. In most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K, Hen, It may well be : 

Tbere is a mutiny in 's mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse , 
As I required; and, wot you, what I found 
There, on my conscience , put unwittingly? 
Forsooth an inyentory , thus importing , — 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, * 
Bich stuffs, and ornaments of household, which 
Ifind at such proud rate, that it outp-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor, It 's heaven's will : 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet , 
To bless your eye withal. 

R. Hen* If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth , 
And fix'd on spiritual object , he should stiU 
fiwdl in his musings ; but , I am afraid , ^ 

His thinkings are below the moon , not worth 
His serious considering. 

IHe takes his seat , and whispers LovsiL , who goes 

to WOLSET. 

l^ol. Heaven forgive me ! 

ETer God bless your highness. 

K, Hen, Good my lord , 

hu are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind , the which 
hu were now running o'er : you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span , 
To keep your earthly audit. Sure, in that 
deem you an ill husband , and am glad 
'o have jon therein my companion. 
iK aw 
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Nf^oL Sir, 

For holy offices I haye a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business , which 
I bear f the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son , amongst my brethren mortal , 
Must give my tendance to. 

K, Hen, You hav^ said well. 

WoL And eyer may your highness yoke together , 
As I will lend you cause , my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

K, Hen, * T is well said again ; 

And 't is a kind of gdod deed , to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you ; 
He said be did , and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you : since I had my office , 
I have kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employed you where high profits might come home , 
But par'd my present havings , to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wol, What should this mean? 

Sur, The Lord increase this business ! ( 

K, Hen, Have I not made 

The prime man of the state? I pray you , tell me , 
If what I now pronounce you have found true ; 
And, ifyou may confess it, say withal, 
Ifyouareboundtous, or no. What say you? 

fFol, My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces , 
Shower'd on me daily , have been more than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 
Yet fill'd with my abilities. Mine own ends 
H^7e been mine so , that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person , and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me , poor undesenet , \ 
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iog render but allegiant thanks ; 

rs to heaven for yon ; my loyalty , 

fer has , and ever shall be growing , 

1, that winter, kill it. 

m. Fairly answer'd : 

ad obedient subject is 

llastrated. The honour of it 

the act of it; as, i' the contrary^ 

less is the punishment. I presume , 

ly hand has opened bounty to you , 

dropped love, my power rain'd honour , more 

ian any ; so your hand , and heart , 

in , and every function of your powe^, 

notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 

e in love's particular, be more 

four friend, than any. 

I do profess , 
four highness' good I ever labour'd 
n mine own : that am , have , and will be — 
all the world should crack their duty to you , 
w it from their soul ; though perils did 
as thick as thought could make them , and 
1 forms more horrid) yet my duty , 
I rock against the chiding flood, 
le approach of this wild river break , 
d unshaken yours. 

m, ' T is nobly spoken, 

ice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
lave seen him open 't. — Read o'er this : 

iGiving him Papers. 
er, this; and then to breakfkst , with 
)etite you have. 

lEocit King, frowning upon CardinalV^OLBUYi the 
Nobles throng qfter him, smiling, andwhispei^*tg. 
What should this mean? 
Iden anger *s this ? how have I reap'd \lt 
frowDJDgfromme, asifraia 
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X.eap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him , 

Then, makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 

I fear , the story of his anger — 'T is so : 

This paper has undone me ! — 'T is th' account 

Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom , 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence ! 

Fit for a fool to fall by. What cross devil 

Made me put this main secret in the packet 

I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know 't will stir hiil strongly ; yet I know 

Away, ifittakeri^^t, in spite of fortune 

Will brmg me off again. What 's this? — " To the Pope? " 

The letter, asllive, with all the business 

I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness , 

And from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening. 

And no man see me more. 

Rs-enter the Dukes (^f Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl 
Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal ; who commandi 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands, and to confine yourself 
To Asher-house , my lord of Winchester's , 
Till you hear frurUier from his highness. 

]9^ol. Stay: 

Where 's your commission , lords? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

St(f. Who dare cross them , 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly? 

i9^oL Till I find more than will, or words, to doit, 
(I mean your malice) kno^ , o^uqai&Va^ ^ 

1 
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od must deny it. Now, I feel 

oarse metal ye are moulded , — euyy. 

rly ye fellow my disgraces , 

1 ye ! and how sleek and wantoo 

' in every thing may bring my ruin ! 

ur envious courses , men of malice ; 

Christian warrant for them , and, no doubt, 

ill find their fit rewards. That seal , 

rith such a violence , the king, 

ad your master) with his own hand gave me ; 

injoyit, with the place and honours, 

y life , and to confirm his goodness, • 

letters patent. Now, who '11 take it? 

The king that gave it. 

It must be himself » then. 
Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Proud lord , thou liest : 
ese forty hours Surrey durst better 
It that tongue, than said so. 

Thy ambition, 
let sin , robb'd this bewailing land 
Buckingham , my father-in-law : 
of all thy brother cardinals , 
s , and all thy best parts bound together) 
ot a hair of his. Plague of your policy I 
ae deputy for Ireland , 
lis succour, from the king, froipall 
t have mercy on the fault thou gav'st him ; 
a great goodness , out of holy pity , 
dm with an axe. 

This , and all else 
ig lord can lay upon my credit, 
is most false. The duke by law 
deserts: how innocent I was 
private malice in his end , 
iurjr and foul cause can witness. 
tajr words, lord, I should tell you , 
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Tou have as little honesty as honour , 
That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king , my ever royal master , 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be , 
And all thU love his follies. 

Sur. By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you: thou shonld'st feel 
My sword i' the life-blood of thee else. — My lords , 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely , 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet , 
Farewell nobility ; kt his grace go forward , 
And dare us with his cap , like larks. 

fToL All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Tes, that goodness 

Of gleaning.all the land's wealth into one , 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets , 
You writ to the pope, against the king; your goodness, 
Since you proYoke me , shall be most notorious. — 
My lord of Norfolk , — as you are truly noble , 
As yon respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis'd nobility, or issues , 
(Who, ifheliye, will scarce be gentlemen) 
Produce the grand sum of his sins , the articles 
Collected from his life : — I '11 startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell , when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

fTol. How much, methinks, I could despise this man , 
But that I am bound in charity against it. 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand; 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

^ol. So much fairer. 

And spotless , shall mine innocence arise. 
When the king knows m^ Uuth. 



"• 
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I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles; and oat they shall. 
Now, ifyoa can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
Ton 11 show a little honesty. 

W^oL Speak on, Sir; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush , 
It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur, I had rather want those, than my head. Have at you. 
First, that without the king's assent or knowledge , 
Tou wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
Toa maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Ni>r. Then, that in aU you writ to Rome , or else 
To foreign princds , Ego et Rex mens 
Was still inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

St(f. Then, that without the knowledge 

Hither ofking or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur. Item, you sent a large conunission 
To Gregory de Cassalis , to conclude , 
Without the king's will or the state's allowance , 
4 league between his highness and Ferrara. 

S^f, That out of mere ambition you have caus'd 
Tour holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin. 

Sur, Then, that you have sent innumerable substance , 
(By what means got , I leave to your own conscience) 
To famish Rome , and to prepare the ways 
^ou have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which , jBince they are of you , and odious , 
I wffl not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, O my lord! 

Press not a Ming man too far; 'tis virtue. 
His fruits lie open to the laws : let them , 
^otyovy correct him. Jlyheart weeps to see \k\m 
SoJfuie of Jus great self. 

1^ 
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Sur, I forgive him. 

Si{f. Lord cardinal, the king's farther pleasure is, ~ 
Because all those things , yoa have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom , 
Fall into the compass of a prcBmunire , — 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever , and to be 
Out of the king's protection. -> This is my charge. 

Nor, And so we '11 leave you to your meditations , 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer , 
About the giving back the great seal to us , • 

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you. 
So , fare you well , my little good lord cardinal. 

lExeunt all but Wou 

ff^ol. So, farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell! a long farewell, to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes , to-morrow blossoms » 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day comes a frost , a killing frost ; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, foil surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root. 
And then he falls , as I do. I have ventured , 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory. 
But far beyond my depth : my high blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me 
Weary, and old with service , to the mercy 
Of a rude stream , that must for ever hide me. 
Tain pomp and glory of this world , I hate ye : 
If feel my heart new open'd. O! how wretched 
Is that poor man , that hangs on princes' favours. 
There is , betwixt that smile we would aspire to , 
That sweet aspect of princes , axid ibftvc nm > 
More pangs and fears than ^ais oi ^om^iiVv(^\ 
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* 

len he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
JO hope again. — 

EpUer Cromwbil , amazedly. 

Why, how DOW, Cromwell! 
m, I have no power to speak , Sir. 
»/. What! ama^'d 

misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder, 
I man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 
lien indeed. 

m. How does your grace ? 

•/. Why, well: 

\o truly happy , my good Cromwell, 
myself now ; and I feel within me 
B aboye all earthly dignities , 
ind quiet conscience. The king has cur*d me , 
»ly thank his grace , and from these shoulders , 
iiin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
would sink a navy — too much honour. 
} a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
lyy for a man that hopes for hesTcn. 
m. I am glad your grace has made that ri^^t use of it. 
•/. Ihopelhaye: I am able now, methinks, 
'a fortitude of soul I feel) 
ure more miseries, and greater far, 
ly weak-hearted enemies dare offer. . 
lews abroad? 

*m. The heaviest, and the worst, 

displeasure with the king. 
/. God bless him ! 

m. The next is, that Sir Thomas If ore is chosen 
bancellor in your place. 

L That 's somewhat sudden ; > 

*s a learned man. May he continue 
1 his highness' favour , and do justice 
th'ssake, and bis conscience; that his boii«&, 
wJbasrua ids course and sleeps in b\ea&ui%%. 
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» 

May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em ! 
What more? 

Crom. That Cranmer is returned with welcome , 
Installed lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

fFoL That's news indeed! 

Crom, Last, that the lady Anne 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married , 
This day was view'd in open , as his queen , 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation . 

ff^oU There was the weight that pulled me down. 

weU! 
The king has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for eyer. 
No sun shall e?er usher forth mine honours. 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
I am a poor fallen man , unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master. Seek the king ; 
(That sun, I pray, mayneTerset!)'Ihavetoldhim 
What, and how true thou art: he will advance thee. 
Some little memory of me will stir him , 
(I know hid noble nature) not to let 
Thy hopeftil service perish too. Good Cromwell , 
« Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 
For thine own ftiture safety. 

Crom. O my lord! 

Must I then leave you? must I need» forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master? 
Bear witness aU that have no hearts of iron, 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers , 
For ever and for ever, shall be yours. 

WoU Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc'd me , 
Oat oftbj honest truth , to '^U^ \h« "v^tcaa.* 
'Lei 'a drj our ejtBi andlhuitasVjMSTEA)C»vsiifi«^\ 
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And, — when I am forgotten, as I shall be. 

And sleep in dull cold marble , where no mention 

Of me more mast be heard of , — say , I taught thee , 

Saj , Wolsey , that once trod the ways of ^ory , 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honoor , 

Found thee a way , out of his wreck , to rise in ; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 

Mark but my fall , and that that ruin'd me. 

Cromwell , I charge thee , fling away ambition : 

By that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then, 

The image of his Maker , hope to win by Ht 

Lofe thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee : 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace , 

To silence envious tongues: be just, and fear not. 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's , 

Thy God's, and truth's: then, ifthoufiill'st, O Cromwell! 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. 

Serve the king; and , — Pr'ythee , lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have , 

To the last penny; 't is the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven , is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell , Cromwell ! 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the feal 

I serv'd my king , he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 

^ol. So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court : my hopes in heaven do dweU. [ExeunU 

»• 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A Street in Westminster. 

Enter Two Gentlemen ^ meetings 

1 Geni. You *re well met once again. 
ZGent. Soarejou, . 
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1 Gent. Ton come to take jour stand here , and bel 
The lady Anne pass from her coronation? 

2 Gent. *T is all my business. At our last encoont 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent. *T is very true ; but that time offer'd sorrow 
This, general joy. 

%Gent. 'T is well: thedtizens, 
I am sure , have shown at full their royal minds ; 
As , let 'em have their rights , they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with shows , 
Pageants , and sights of honour. 

1 Gent. Never greater ; 
Nor , 1 11 assure you , better taken , Sir. 

2 Gent. May I be bold to ask what that contains , 
That paper in your hand? 

1 Gent Yes; 'tis the list 

Of those that claim their offices this day , 
By custom of the coronation. 
The duke of Suffolk is the first , and claims 
To be high steward : next, the duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marshal. You may read the rest. 

%Gent. I thank you, Sir: had I not known those ca 
I should have been beholding to your paper. 
But, I beseech you, what 's become of Katharine . 
The princess dowager? how goes her business? 

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The archbishop 
Of Canterbury , accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order , 
Held a late court^t Dunstable , six miles off 
FromAmpthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She was often cited by them , but appeared not : 
And, to be short, for not appearance , and 
The king's late scruple , by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorced , 
And the late marriage made of none effect : 
Siace which she was removed to Kimbolton , 
Wdere she remains now, skk. 
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'XGent. Alas, good lady!- 

IDumpets. 
Ihe trumpets sound : stand close, the queen is coming. 

[Hautboys, 

THE ORDER OF THE CORONATION. 

A lively Jlotirish of Trumpets, 

I. Then, two Judges, 

^ Lord Chancellor , with purse and maee b^ore him 

I. Choristers singing. [Music. 

I. Mayor qf London bearing the maee. Then, Garter in his coat 
of arms; and on his head, he wore a gilt copper crown, 

». Marquess Dorset , bearing a sceptre qf gold; on his head a 
demi'Coronal of gold. With Mm the Earl cf Surrey, bear- 
ing the rod of silver with the dove; crowned wit^ an earVs 
'Coronet, Collars qfSS, 

». Dvke qfSuffolky in his robe of estate, his coronet on his head, 
bearing a long white wand, as high-steward, Withhimy 
the Duke of Norfolk, with the rod of marshalship; a 
coronet on his head. Collars qfSS, 

• A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports; under it, the 

Queen in her robe; in her hair , richJbf adorned with pearly 
crowned. On each side her, the Bishops qfLondmi and 
fFthchester, 
. 77(6 old Duc/iess qf Norfolk, in a toronal qfgold, wrought 
with flowers, bearing the Queen* strain, 

• Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets ^ gold 

unthoutjlowers, 

2 Gent, A royal train , bdleye me. — These I know : 
Hid 's that, that bears the sceptre? 

IGent, Marquess Barset: 

iid that the earl of Surrey , with the rod. 

2 Gent, A bold brave gentleman. That should ba 
he duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent, T is the same ; high-steward. 

2 Gent, And that my lord of Norfolk? 



( 
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2 Gent. Heaven bless thee ! 

[Looking on the Queen, 
Thoa hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 
Sir , as I haye a soul , she is an angel : 
Oar king has all the Indies in his arms , 
And more , and richer , when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. ' 

1 Gent. They, that bear 

The cloth of honour over her , are four barons 
Of the cingue-ports. 

2Geni. Those men are happy; and so are all, are near her. 
I take it , she that carries up the train 
Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gent* It is ; and all the rest are countesses. 

ZGeni. Their coronets say so. These are stars, indeed; 
And sometimes falling ones. 

1 Crent. No more of that. 

lExit Procession f with a great JUnirish qf Trumpets. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Godsayeyou, Sir! Where have you been broiling? 

3 Gent. Among the crowd i' the abbey ; where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more: I am stifled 

With the mere rankness of their joy. 
!K Gent. Tou saw the ceremony? 
ZGent. That I did. 

1 GejfU* How was it? 

3 GenJtm Well worth the seeing. 

2 Gent* Good Sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
Toaprepar'dplaceinthechoir, fell off 

A distance from her ; while her grace sat down 
To rest a while , some half an hour or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The heautf of her person to the people. 
Believe me 9 Sir, sheisthegoodWesi^om^Ti 
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lay by man: which when the people 
'all view of, such a noise arose 
roads make at sea in a stiff tempest , 

andtoasmanytanes: hats, cloaks, 
s, I think) flew up ; and had their faces 
»e, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
iw before. Great-bellied women , 
not half a week to go, like rams 
I time of war , would shake the press, 
e them reel before them. No man living 
r, ** This is my wife," there; all were woven 
ely in one piece. 

/. But, what follow'd? 

t. At length her grace rose, and with modest paces 

be altar; where she kneel'd , and saint like 

'air eyes to heaven , and pray*d devoutly. 

i again , and bow'd her to the people : 

the archbishop of Canterbury 

U the royal makings of a queen ; 

il, Edward Confessor's crown, 

and bird of peace, and ah sqch emblems 

yon her: which performed, the choir, 

he choicest music of the kingdom , 

sung Te Deum, So she parted , 

the same foil state pac'd back again 

place, where the feast is held. 

t. Sir, 

no more call it Tork-place , that 's past ; 

e the cardinal fell , that title 's lost : 

the king's , and call'd — Whitehall. 

f. I know it; 

> lately alter'd, that the old name 

>out me. 

What two reverend bishops 
le that went on each side of the queen? 

. Siokesljr and Gardner; the one oiWVu^^V^ > 
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Newly preferred from the king's secretarj ; 
The other, London. 

%Gent, He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's , 
The yirtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent, All the land knows that : 

However, yet there 's no great breach ; whenitcoi 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him 

2 Gent, Who may that be , I pray you? 

3 Gent. Thoi 
A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. — The king has made him 

Master o' the jewel-house. 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent, He will deserve more. 

3 Gent, Yes, without 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 

Is to the court , and there ye shall be my guests : 
Something I can command. As I walk thither , 
I 'U tell ye more. 

Both. You may conmiand us , Sir. 

SCENE 11. 
Kimbolton. 

Enter KAraxKiVEy Dowager^ sick; led between 

Patience. 

Gr\f, How does your grace ? 

Rath. , Griffith ! si< 

My legs , like loaden branches , bow to the earth , 
Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair : — 
So , — now, methinks , I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me , Griffith , as thou led'st me , 
That the great child of honour , cardinal Wolsey , 
Was dead? 

Grif, Yes , Madam ; but , I think , your gra( 
Oat oftbepsin you suffered , %«^t no ««s Iq 'i. 
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Rath, Pr*ythee , good Griffith , tell me how be died .* 
If well , he stepp'd before me , happily » 
For my example. 

Grif. Wen , the voice goes , Madam : 

For after the stoat earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York , and brought him forward , 
As a man sorely tainted , to his answer , 
He fell sick suddenly , and grew so ill , 
He could not sit his mule. 

Rath. Alas, poor man! 

Gr\f. At last , with easy roads , he came to Leicester ; 
Lodg'd in the abbey, where the reverend abbot. 
With all his convent, honourably received him : 
To whom he gave these words , — '* father abbot, 
And old man , broken with the storms of state , 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
Give him a little earth for charity ! " 
So went to bed , where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still ; and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight , which he himself 
Foretold should be his last , full of repentance , 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows. 
He gave his honours to the world again , 
His blessed part to heaven , and slept in peace. 

Rath, Sq may he rest: his faults lie gently on him! 
Tetthusfiir, Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity. — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach , ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one, that by suggestion 
Tied aU the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : i* the presence 
He would say untruths , and be ever double , 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never , 
Bat idiere he meant to ruin, pitiful: 
His promises were , as he then was, mighty; 
Bnt his performance, as he is now; nothing. 
IT. -rVb 
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Of his own body lie was ill , and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam, 

Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Rath. Yes, good Griffith^ 

I were malicious else. 

Gfif. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was £ishion'd to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 
Exceeding wise, lair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty and sour to them that lov'd him not; 
But, to those men that sought him , sweet as summer: 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting , 
(Which was a sin) yet in bestowing , Madam , 
He was most princely. Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning , that he rais'd in you , 
Ipswich, and Oxford! one ofwhich fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous^ 
So excellent in art, and still so rising , 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself , 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And , to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him , he died fearing God. 

Rath* After my death I wish no other herald , 
No other speaker of my living-actions , 
To keep mine honour from corruption , 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me , * 
THth thy religious truth and modesty , 
Now in his ashes honour. Peace be with him ! — 
Atieace, l^e oear me still; aiidseXmftV)r^«c\ 
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iMYe not long to trouble thee. — Good Griffith , 

mse the musicians play me that sad note 

Bam'd my knell , whilst I sit meditating 

D that celestial harmony I go to. [Sad and solemn tmuie* 

Gr\f, She is asleep. Goodweneh, let's sit down quiet, 
hi fear we wake her : — sofUy , gentle Patience. 

fke Firiwu Enter ^ solemnly tripping one f\fter another^ sias 
Personages, clad in white robes , wearing on their lieads gar- 
lands qf bays ^ and golden tfisards on their faces f branches qf 
haySf or palm ^ in their hands. They first congee unto her, 
then donee; and, at certain changes, the first two hold a 
spare garland over her head; at which , the other four make 
reverend curtesies: then, the two that held the garland deliver 
lib same to the other next two , who observe the same order in 
their changes, and holding the garland over her head. fFhich 
done, they deliver the same garland to the last two, who like^ 
vise observe the same order: at which, (as it were by inspira- 
tion) she makes in her sleep signs qf rejoicing, and holdeth up 
her hands to heaven. And so in their dancing they vanish^ 
tarrying the garland with them. The music continues. 

Ratlu Spirits of peaee , where are ye? Are ye all gone, 
indleaye me here in wretchedness behind ye? 

Gr\f. Madam, we are here. 

iToM. It is not you I call for. 

hvje none enter, since I slept? 

Gr\f. None, Madam. 

Rath. No! Saw you not, eyen now a blessed troop 
^te me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
^ thousand beams upon me , like the sun? 
key promis'd me eternal happiness , 
Hd brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
Im not worthy yet to wear: I shall, assuredly. 

Gr{f. I am most joyful, Madam, such good dreams 
Msess jour iluicy. 

Raih. Bid the music leare , 

h^are luisb and heavy to me. \Mti«\e ee<u«« < 
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Pat, Do yoa note , 

How much her grace is alter'd on the sadden? 
How long her face is drawn? How pale she looks , 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes ! 

Grif, She is going, wench. Pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven coviforl 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An 't like your grace , — 

Rath. Ton are a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence ? 

Gry. Ton are to blame , 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness , 
To use so rude behaviour : goto; kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman , sent from the king to see you. 

Rath. Admit him entrance , Griffith: but this fellow . 
Let me ne'er see again . [Exeunt Griffith and Messw 

Re-enter Griffith , with Capucius. 
If my sight fail not , 
Yon should be lord ambassador from the emperor , 
My royal nephew; and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 
Rath. O my lord ! 

The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to your grace; the next. 
The king's reqnest that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for yoiir weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations , 
And heartily entreats yon take good comfort. 

I^atA. ! my good\oT^ , X\i«X ^^mKntv. ^^\nfi& vm late: 
T is like a pardon aflet execxAVon. 
Xfcal gentle physic , gWen \a X\me > V^^ »«' ^^^N 
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low I am past all comforts here , but prayers. 

does his hif^mess? 

ap. Madam, in good health. 

latlu So may he ever do; and ever flourish , 

n I shall dweU with worms , and my poor name 

sh*d the kingdom. — Patience , is that letter , 

is'd you write, yet sent away? 

^at. No, Madam. 

[Giving it to Katharimi. 
fo/A. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
to my lord the king. 

'Op, Most willing, l^dam. 

^ath. In which I have commended to his goodness 
model of our chaste loves , his young daughter : — 
lews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her I 
Bching him to give her virtuous breeding, 
s young , and of a noble modest nature , 
»e, she will deserve well; and a little 
»Te her for her mother's sake , that lov'd him , 
en knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
hat his noble grace would have some pity 
1 my wretched women , that so long, * 
I foDow'd both my fortunes faithfully: 
hich there is not one , I dare avow , 
I now I should not lie) but will deserve , 
drtne , and true beauty of the soul , 
lonesty, and decent carriage , 
^t good husband , let him be a noble ; 
, sure, those men are happy that shall have them, 
last is , for my men : — they are the poorest, 
poverty could never draw them from me ; — 
; they may have their wages duly paid them , 
something over to remember me by : 
iaven had pleas'd to have given me longor life , 
. able means , we had not parted thus, 
se are the whole contents : — and , good my lord, 
hat jron love the dearest ia this world , 
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As yon wish Christian peace to souls departed , 
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap, By heaven, I will. 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

RaA. I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 
Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world: tell him, in death I bless'd him , 
For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell , 
My lord. — Griffith , farewell. — Nay, Patience , 
You must not leave me yet: I must to bed; 
Call in more women. — When I am dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour: strew me over 
With maiden flowers , that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave. Embalm me , 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd , yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 
I can no more. — \ Exeunt, hading Katil 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

A Gallery in the Palace. 

Enter Gaboinbr, Bishop qf IFinchesUr , a Page toitk a 
before him; met by Sir Thomas Lotbll. 

Gar, It's one o'clock, boy, is 't not? 

Boy. It hath struck 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities , 
Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose , and not for us 
To waste these times. — Good hour of night. Sir Thomas : 
Whither so late? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord? 

Gar. I did, Sir Thomas; andlefthimatprimero 
IFitb the duke of Suffolk. 
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I must to him too, 
;o to bed. I H take my leave. 
Not yet, Sir Thomas Loye]]. "What 's the matter? 
a are in haste: an if there be 
Teoce belongs to 't , give your friend 
1 of your late business. Affairs that walk 
say , spirits do) at midnight have 
nlder nature, than the business ' 

despatch by day. 

My lord, I love you, 
;ommend a secret to your ear 
itier than this work. The queen 's in labour, 
in great extremity; andfear'd, 

the labour end. 

The fruit she goes with 
eartily; that it may find 

and live: but for the stock , Sir Thomas, 

ibb'd up now. 

Methinks, I could 

n ; and yet my conscience says 

d creature, and, sweet lady ,^ does 

' better wishes. 

But, Sir, Sir,— 

ir Thomas : y' are a gentleman 

iwaj; I know you wise , religious; 

e tell you, it will ne'er be well , 

Sir Thomas Lovell , take 't of me, 

r, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 

Ir graves. 

Now, Sir, you speak of two 

mark'd i' the kingdom. As for Cromwell , 

)f the jewel-house, he 's made master 
and the king's secretary; farther, Sir, 

e gap and trade of more preferments, 

the time will load him. Th' archbishop 

hand, and tongue; and who daT« 8pe«k. 

igaiastbimf 



so KING HENRY Till. 



Gar, Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have veDtar*d 
To speak iny mind of him: and^ indeed, this day. 
Sir, (I may fill it yoa) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o' the council, that he is 
(For so I know he is , they know he is) 
A most arch heretic , a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved 
Have broken with the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint , (of his great grace 
And princely care , foreseeiqg those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before him) hath commanded , 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He 's a rank weed , Sir Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your affairs 
I hinder you too long: goodnight, Sir Thomas. 

Lov, Many good nights, my lord. I rest your servant. 

[Exeunt Gardiner and Pa^ 

As LovELL u going outf enter the King, and the Duke qf 

Suffolk. 

K,Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night : 
My mind 's not on H ; you are too hard for me. 

S^f, Sir, Ididneverwinofyoubefore. 

K,Hen, But little, Charles; 
Nor shaU not when my fancy 's on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me , but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who retum'd her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir*d your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her* 

R.Hen. What say 'st thou? ha! 

To pray for her? what I is she crying out? 

Lov, So said her woman ; and that her sufferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 



/ 
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^2(/l God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail , to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

K.Hen. T is midnight , Charles: 

Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
Th' estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone , 
For I most thii^ of that , which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf, I wish your highness 

A quiet night; and my good mistress will 
Bemember in my prayers. 

K.Hen. Charles, goodnight. — 

[Exit Suffolk. 

Enter Sir Anthony Djbnnt. 

M^ell, Sir, what Mows? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop , 
As you conmianded me. 

R.Hen. Ha! Canterbury? 

Den, Ay, my good lord. 

R.Hen, *T is true: where is he, Denny? 

Den, He attends your highness' pleasure. 

K, Hen, Bring him to us. 

[Exit Dbnnt. 

Lov, ~ This is about that which the bishop spake : 
I am happily come hither. [Aside, 

Re-enter Dewy f tm/A Cranmer. 
K, Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

[LovBLL seems to stay, 
fla! ~ I have said. — Be gone. 

^Vhatl — [Exeunt Lovbll and Dennt. 

Cran, I am fearful. — Wherefore frowns he thus? 
'TIS his aspect of terror: all's not well. 

R,Hen, How now, my lord! You do desire to know 
Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran, It is vri duty 

"^sueadjrourbjgbness'plegisuxe. 
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K,ffen, Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come , yon and I must walk a turn together ; 
I have news to tell you. Come , come , give me your hand. 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I ^peak. 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous , I do say , my lord , 
Grievous complaints of you ; which being considered 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us : where I know , 
Tou cannot with Such freedom purge yourself, 
But that , till fkrther tr|al in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you , and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower : you a brother of us. 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your highness. 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow'd , where my chaff 
And com shall fly asunder ; for , I know , 
There 's none stands under more calumnious tongues , 
Than I myself, poor man. 

K.Hen, Stand up, good Canterbury : 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand , stand up: 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame. 
What manner bfiban are you? My lord, Ilook'd 
You would have given me your petitioh , ttaX 
I should have ta'en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you , 
Without indurance , farther. 

Crcai. Most dread li)ege , 

The good I stand on, is my truth, and honesty: 
Ifthej shall fail, I,withmiiie«ii«m\ft&, 
WUl triumph o'er my person » ^Y&Oil^^Vfia^^^^ > 
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iing of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
hat can be said against me. 

K^ Heru Know yon not 

)w your state stands i' the world , with the whole worid? 
inr enemies are many , and not small; their practices 
ast hear the same proportion : and not ever 
le justice and the truth o' the question carries 
le due o' the verdict with it. At what ease 
Ight corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
\ swear against you : such things have been done, 
m are potently opposed , and with a malice 
I as great size. Ween you of better luck , 
nean in perjur'd witness, than your Master, 
liose minister you are , whiles here he liv'd 
pen this naughty earth? Goto, goto: 
Du take a precipice for no leap of danger , 
Dd woo your own destruction. 

Cran, God, and your majesty , 

rotect mine innocence , or I fall into 
he trap is laid for me ! 

JT.iTen. Be of good cheer; 

hey shall no more prevail , than we give way to. 
keep comfort to you ; and this morning, see 
ou do appear before them. If they shall chance , 
n charging you with matters , to conunit you , 
"he best persuasions to the contrary 
'ail not to use , and with what vehemency 
"he occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties 
TiU render you no remedy , this ring 
deliver them , and your appeal to us 
!here make before them. — Look , the good man weeps : 
le's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother! 
swear, he \& true-hearted ; and a soul 
^one better in my kingdom. — Get you gone , 
^d do as I have bid you. -— lExit Cranmbr.^ B^\i«& %\x»&^^ 
^kaagaage in bis tears. 
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Enter an old Lady. 

Gent [fnthin.] Comeback: what mean you? 

Lady. I '11 not come back ; the tidiDgs that I bring 
Will make my boldness manners. — Now , good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K,Hen. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege; 

And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — 't is a girl , 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger : 't is as like you , 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K. Hen. Lovell , — 

Re-enter Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. 

K. ffen. Give her an hundred marks. I '11 to the queen. 

[ExitKing. 

Lady. An hundred marks ! By this light, I '11 ha' more. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment : 
I will have more , or scold it out of him. 
Said I for this , the girl was like to him? 
I will have more, or else unsay 't; and now, 
While it is hot , I 'U put it to the issue. . [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

The Lobby before the Council-Chamber. 

J^n^er Crammer; Servants, Door-Keeper^ Ac. attending* 

Cran. I hope, I am not too late; and yet the gentleman. 
That was sent to me from the council , pray'd me 
To make great haste. All Cast? what means this? Hoa ! 
Who wuts there? — Sure , ^ouVblo^ tssaI ' 
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D.Keep. Yes, my lord; 

Bat yet I cannot help yon. 

Cran. Why? 

D.Reep, Yourgrace must wait, till you he call'd for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran, . So. 

Butts, This is a piece of malice. I am glad , 
I came this way so happily : the king 
Shall understand it presently. [Ea^ Butts. 

Cran.' *T is Butts , Inside, 

The king's physician. As he past along , 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me. 
Pray heaven , he sound not my disgrace ! For certain , 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate me , 
(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice) 
To quench mine honour : they would shame to make me 
^ait else at door , a fellow counsellor 
'Mongboys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
Most be fulfill'd , and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King and Butts , at a window above,' 
Butts. I '11 show your grace the strangest sight , — 
R,Hen. What's that. Butts? 

Butts, I think, your highness saw this many a day. 
K.Hen, Body o' me, where is it? 
Butts, There, my lord: 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 

Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pursuivants , 

^ages, ahdfootboys. 
R,Hen, Ha! 'Tishe, indeed. 

Is this the honour they do one another? 

T is well , there 's one above 'em yet. I had thought , 

They had parted so much honesty among 'em , 

(At least good manners) as not thus to suffer 

A man of his place , and so near our favour , 

To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures , 

hd at the door too, like a post with packets. 
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Bjhdylltry, Butts, there 's knaTery : 
Let 'em tlone , and draw the curtain dose; 
We shall hear more anon. — 

THE COUNCIL-CHAMBER. 

Enter the Lord Chancellor ^ the Dyke qf Suffolk^ 
Surrey, Lord Chamberldin, GARnrasR, and Ci 
TTie Chancellor places himseff at the upper endqfU 
the l^ hand; a seat being l^ void above bim^ 
Archbishop ({/Cantkrburt. The rest seat themseha 
on each side, Cromwell at the lower end ^ assecre 

Chan, Speak to the business, master secretary: 
Why are we met in conncil? 

Crom, Please your honours. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom, Yes. 

Nor, Who w 

D.Keep, Without, my noble lords? 

Gar, Yes. . 

D, Keep, My lord ar 

And has done half an hour , to know your pleasures. 

Chan, Let him colne in. 

D, Keep. Your grace may enter no^ 

[Cranmer approaches the Cow 

Chan, My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present , and behold 
That chair stand empty : but we all are men , 
In our own natures frail , and capable 
Of our flesh; few are angels: out of which frailty. 
And want of wisdom, yon, that best should teach us, 
Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little , 
Toward the king first , then his laws , in filling 
The whole realm , by your teaching, and your chaplains 
(For so we are informed) with new opinions , 
Divers, and dangerous ; which are heresies , 
And, ootreform'df maypto\«^^txAido\i!&. 
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"Which reformatiomnust he suddeu too , 
ords ; for those that tame/wild horses 
not in their hands to make them gentle, 
leir mouths with stobhorn bits , and spqr them , 
bey the manage. If we suQer , 
easiness and childish pi^ 
n's honour, this contagjpus sickness » 
U physic : and ^hat follows then? 
ns, uproars, with a general taint 
>le state: as, ofktedays, our neighbours , 
Germany, can dearly witness, 
^ pitied in our memories. 

My good lords , hitherto , in all the progress 
f life and office, I have labour *d, 
ao little study, that my teaching, 
rong course of my authority, 
»neway, and safely; and the end 

to do well: nor is there living 
with a single heart, my lords,) 
lat more detests ; more stirs against , 
i private conscience and his place , 
fa public peace, than I do. 
in , the king may never find a heart 
allegiance in it! Men, that make 
crooked malice nourishment, 
he best. I do beseech your lordships , 
is case of justice, my accusers, 
ley will , may stand forth face to face, 
urge against me. 

Nay, my lord, 
}tbe: youareacounseUor, 
It virtue no man dare accuse you. 
My lord , because we have business of more moment, 
i short with you. T is his highness' pleasure, 
9nsent , for better trial of you , 
)t you be committed to the Tower: 
einghut a private man again, 

•3^1 
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Toa shall know many dare accuse you boldly , 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ah ! my good lord of Winchester , I thank you ; 
Tou are always my good friend : if your will pass , 
1 shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so merciful. I see your end ; 
T is my undoing. Love, and iieekness , lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambition : 
Win straying souls with modesty again , 
Cast none away. That I shall clear myself , 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience , 
I make as little doubt , as you do conscience , 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more , 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary ; 
That 's the plain truth : your painted gloss discovers , 
To men that understand you , words and weakness. 

Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a little , 
By your good favour , too sharp : men so noble , 
However faulty , yet should find respect 
For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty. 
To load a falling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary , 

I cry your honour mercy : you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom, Why, my lord? 

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Ofthis new sect? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound? 

Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom. Would you were half so honei 

Men's prayers , then, would seek you , not their fears. 

Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much ; 

Forbear f for shame, my lords. 
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Gar, . I have done. 

Crom, And I. 

Chan. Then thns for yoQ, my lord. — It stands agreed , 
I take it, byallYoices, that forthwith 
Yon be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner ; 
There to remain , till the king's farther pleasure 
Be known unto as. Are you all agreed , lords ? 

All. We are. 

Cran, Is there no otiier way of mercy , 

Bnt I must needs to the Tower , my lords? 

Gar. What other 

'Would you expect? Ton are strangely troublesome. 
Let some o' the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard, 

Cran. For me? 

Most I go like a traitor thither? 

Gar. Receive him , 

And see him safe i' the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords; 

I have a little yet to say. — Look there , my lords : 
^y virtue of that ring I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men , and give it 
7o a most noble j udge , the king my master. 

Cham, This is the king's ring. 

Sur. T is no counterfeit. 

Si{f, 'TIS the right ring, by heaven! I told ye all, 
^en we first put this dangerous stone a rolling , 
"7 would fall upon ourselves. 

Nor, Bo you think, my lords, 

^e king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vei'd? 

Cham. T is now too certain , 

Bow much more is his life in value with him. 
"Would I were fairly out on 't. 

Crom. My mind gave me ^ 

lo seeking tales and In forma tioDS , 
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Against this man , whose honesty the deyil « 

And his disciples only envy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye. Now have at ye. 

Enter the Ring, Jrouming on them; he takes his seat. 

Gar. Dread sovereign , how much are we bound to heavea 
In daily thanks , that gave us such a prince ; 
Not only good and wise , but most religious : 
One that in all obedience makes the church 
The chiefaim of his honour; and« to strengthen 
That holy duty , out of dear respect , 
flis royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen, Yon were ever good at sudden conuuendations, 
Bishop of Winchester; but know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence : 
They are too thin and base to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach. You play the spaniel , 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But , whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for , I 'm sure , 
Thou hast a cruel nature , and a bloody. — 
Grood man, [To Cranmbr.] sit down. Now, let me see tt 

proudest. 
He that dares most , but wag his finger at thee : 
By all that 's holy , he had better starve , 
Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 

Sur. Hay it please your grace , — 

R. Hen. No , Sir , it does not please me. 

I had thought, I had had men of some understanding 
And wisdom of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man , 
This good man , (few of you deserve that title) 
This honest man , wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber door? and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a shame was this ! Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye 
Power, aa he was a counciSloT lo Vq Y^m ^ 
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a groom. There's some of ye, I see, 

)ut t>f malice than integrity , 

1 try him to the ntmost , had ye mean ; 

1 ye shall never have while 1 live. 

an. Thus far, 

)st dread sovereign , may it like your grace 

my tongue eicuse all. What was purposed 

ming his imprisonment, was rather 

re be faith in men) meant for his trial , 

dr purgation to the world , than malice , 

ire, in me. 

Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him: 

dm, and use him well ; he's worthy of it. 

say thus much for him : if a prince 

e beholding to a subject, 1 

or his love and service , so to him. 

me no more ado, but all embrace him : 

inds , for shame , my lords ! — My lord of Canterbury , 

a suit which you must not deny me ; 

if a fair young maid that yet wants baptism , 

ust be godfather , and answer for her. 

an. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 

h an honour : how may I deserve it , 

m a poor and humble subject to you? 

Hen, Come , come , my lord , you 'd spare your spoons. 

lall have two noble partners wiUi you ; 

d duchess of Norfolk , and lady marquess Dorset : 

lese please you? 

Qore, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 

ice, and love this man. 

r. With a true heart , 

rother-love , I do it. 

m. And let heaven 

ss , how dear I hold this confirmation. 

Hen, Goodman! thosejoyful tears show thy true heart. 

mmon voice , I see , is verified 

?, which says thus, '<Do my lord orCauieThxxt^ 
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A shrewd turn , and he is your friend for ever." — 

Come, lords, we trifle time away;* I long 

To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one , lords , one remain ; 

So I grow stronger , you more honour gain. [Exei 

SCENE ill. 
The Palace Yard. 

Noise and Tumult within. Enter Porter and his Man, 

Port, Tou '11 leave your noise anon , ye rascals : do yon 1 
the court for Paris-garden? ye rude slaves , leave your gaping. 

[Within,] Good master porter , I belong to the larder. 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, you rogae! 
this a place to roar in? — Fetch me a dozen crab-tree staves, 
strong ones: these are but switches to them. — 1 11 scratch] 
heads : you must be seeing christenings? Do you look for ale 
cakes here, you rude rascals? 

Man, Pray , Sir , be patient : 't is as much impossible , 
Unless we sweep 'em from the door with cannons, 
To scatter 'em , as 't is to make 'em sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be. 
We may as well push against Paul's , as stir 'em. 

Port, How got they in , and be hang'd** 

Man, Alas, I know not: how gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute , 
I made no spare , Sir. 

Port, You did nothing. Sir. 

Man, I am not Samson , nor Sir Guy, norColbrand, 
To mow 'em down before me ; but if I spared any. 
That had a head to hit , either young or old , 
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker. 
Let me ne'er hope to see a cYuti^ «%^V^\ 
And that I would not for a co^ , ^o^^N^\i«t» 
[JSTtfAm.l Do your beat , masUt^oxVal 
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Pari, I shall be with yon presently, good. master puppy. — 
[eep the door close , sirrah. 

Man. What would yoa have me do ? 

Port. What should yoa do, but knock 'em down by the 
iozens? Is this Moorfields to master in? or haye we some strange 
[odian with the great tool come to coart, the women so besiege as? 
Sless me, what a fry of fornication is at door ! On my Christian 
^Dscience, this one christening will beget a thousand: here will 
)e father, godi|ither, and all together. 

Man, the spoons will be the bigger, Sir. There is a fellow 
K)mewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by his face, for, 
)' my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now reign in 's nose : all 
that stand about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance. That fire-drake did I hit three times on the head, and 
three times was his nose discharged against me : he stands there, 
like a mortar-piece , to blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife 
of small wit near him, that railed upon me till her pink'd porringer 
fell off her head, for kindling such a combustion in the state. I 
miss'd the meteor once, and hit that woman, who cried out, 
clubs! when I might see from far some forty truncheoners draw to 
her succour, which were the hope o' the Strand, where she was 
<Iiiartered. They fell on ; I made good my place ; at length they 
came to the broomstaff to me : I defied 'em still ; when suddenly a 
file of boys behind 'em, loose shot, deliyered such a shower of 
pebbles , that I was fain to draw mine honour in , and let 'em win 
the work. The devil was amongst 'em , I think , surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a play-house , and 
fight for bitten apples; that no audience, but the Tribulation of 
Wer-hill, orthelimbsofLimehouse, their dear brothers , are 
>ble to endure. I have some of 'em in Limbo Patrumy and there 
they are like to dance these three days, besides the running ban- 
quet of two beadles, that is to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o' me, what a multitude are here ! 
^ey grow still too ; from all parts they are coming , 
^ if we kept a fair here ! Where are these poTteis , 
Tbese Jazjr knaves?— ^ Ye have made a fine hand , feWo^^x 
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niere 's a trim rabble let in. Are all tbese 
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? We shall have 
Great store of room , no doubt , left for the ladies , 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port, An 't please your 

We are but men ; and what so many may do , 
Not being torn a pieces , we have done : 
An army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham, As I live, 

If the king blame me for 't , I '11 lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect. Y' are lazy knaves ; 
And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark! the trumpets sound ; 
They 're come already from the christening. 
Go , break among the press , and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly , or 1 11 find 
A Marshalsea shall hold ye play these two months. 

PorL Make way there for the princess. 

Man, You great fellow , 
Stand close up , or I '11 make your head ache. 

Port. You i' the camblet , get up o' the rail ; 
I '11 peck you o'er the pales else. [i 

SCENE IV. 
The Palace at Greenwich. 

Enter Trumpets, sounding; then two Aldermen , Lord 
Garter t Cratimbr, Duke ({/^ Norfolk, toith his if 
staffs Duke of Suffolk , two Noblemen bearing grea 
ing bowls for th£ christening g^U: then, four Ni 
bearing a canopy, under which the Duchess q^NoRFOL 
mother, bearing the child richly habited in a tnanl 
Train borne by a Lady : then fallows the Marchioness i 
SET, the other godmothw , and Ladies, TKeTt^^k^ V 
adouf the stage , and Garter speaks . 

Gart. Heaven , 
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f endless goodness , send prosperous life , 
nd eyer happy , to the high and mighty 
of England, Elizaheth! 

Flourish. Enter King ^ and Train. 

1. And to yoar royal grace , and the good queen , 

[Kneeling. 
e partners , and myself, thus pray : — 
!brt, joy, in this most gracious lady , 
sver laid up to make parents happy , 
rly fall upon ye I 

en. Thanltyou, good lord archbishop ; 

her name? 

Elizabeth. 
671. Stand up , lord. — 

[The King kisses ths Child. 
is kiss take my blessing : God protect thee ! 
)se hand I give thy life. 
t. Amen. 

en. My noble gossips , ye haye been too prodigal. 
f e heartily : so shall this lady , 
le has so much-English. 

Let me speak. Sir, 
^en now bids me ; and the words I utter 
) think flattery , for they '11 find them truth, 
al infant , — heayen still move about her ! — 
in her cradle , yet now promises 
is land a thousand thousand blessings , 
[me ^hall bring to ripeness. She shall be 
now living can behold that goodness) 
d to all princes living with her « 
hat shall succeed : Sheba was never 
retous of wisdom , and fair virtue, 
s pure soul shall be : all princely graces , 
uld up such a mighty piece as this is , 
the virtues that attend the good , 
fJbe doubled on her; truth shall nuT&e\i«t ; 

i 
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Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 

She shall be lov'd , and fear'd : her own shall bless her 

Her foes shake like a fleld of beaten com , 

And hang their heads with sorrow : good grows with her. 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 

Under his own vine what he plants ; and sing 

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours. 

God shall be truly known ; and those about her 

From her shall read the perfect ways of honour , 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 

Nor shall this peace sleep with her : but as when 

The bird of wonder dies , the maiden phoenix , 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one , 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness) 

Who , from the sacred ashes of her honour , 

Shall star-like rise , as great in fame as she was , 

And s<f stand fii'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 

That were the servants to this chosen infant , 

Shall then be his , and like a vine grow to him : 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine , 

His honour and the greatness of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations : he shall flourish , 

And^ like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the plains about him. Our children's children 

Shall see this , and bless heaven. 

/r. Hen. Thou speakest wonders. 

Cran, She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall see her , 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more ! but she must die : 
She must; the saints must have her: yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground , and all the world shall mourn her. 

JK, Hen, , lord archbishop ! 
Tbou jbast made me uow a mux*. li^Nct , \^^Va^ 
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This happy child , did I get any thing. 

This oracle of comfort has so pleased me , 

That when I am In heaven I shall desire 

To see what this child does , and praise my Maker. — 

I thank ye all. — To you , my good lord mayor , 

And yon, good brethren, I am much beholding: 

I have recelYcd much honour by your presence , 

And ye shall find me thankful. — Lead the way , lords : — 

Te must all see the queen , and she must thank ye; 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 

He has business at his house , for all shall stay : 

This little one shall make it holiday. 

[Exeunt, 



/ 
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EPILOGUE. 

T 18 ten to OQe , this play can never please 

All that are here. Some come to take their ease , 

And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets : so, 'tis clear, 

They 11 say, 'tis naught: others, to hear the city 

Abus'd extremely , and to cry , — " that *s witty ," 

Which we haye not done neither: that, I fear. 

All the expected good we 're like to hear 

For this play, at this time, is only in 

The merciftil construction of good women ; 

For such a one we show'd 'em. If they smile , 

And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 

All the best men are ours ; for 't is ill hap , 

If they hold , when their ladies bid 'em dap. 



OILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

, King of Troy. ACHILLES , 

R, \ AJAX, 

IS I ULYSSES, \ Grecian Com- 

' > his Sons. NESTOR, / manders. 

)BUS, i DIOMEDES, 

(JS ' J PATROCLUS, 

)- . ^ . THERSITES, a deformed and scur- 
1 } Trojan Commandera. pflous Grecian. 

IS ' a Troian Priest takins ALEXANDER, Senrant to Cressida. 
\ihilIrJ^l. ' * Servant to Troilus ; Servant to Pa- 

iSc IT T^'r ^ ris; Servant to Diomedes. 

EtUS , Uncle to Cressida. * 

RELON, a Bastard Son of HELEN, WifetoMenelaus. 

ANDROMACHE, Wife to Sector. 
MNON, the Grecian Ge- CASSANDRA, Daughter to Priam; 

a Prophetess. 
AUS, his Brother. CRESSIDA, Daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers , and Attendants. 
SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 



PROLOGUE. 

f , there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 
inces orgulous , their high blood chafd , 
) the port of Athens sent their ships , 
t with the ministers and instruments 
Iwar: sixty and nine , that wore 
rownets regal , from th' Athenian bay 
th toward Phrygia ; and their yow is made , 
^ack Trof, within whose strong imumtes 



•l^'^ 
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The ravish'd Helen , Menelaus' queen , 

With wanton Paris sleeps; and (hat 's the quarrel. 

To Tenedos they come , 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions : Priam's sii-gated city , 

Dardan, andTymbria, Ilias, Chctas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples 

And corresponsive and fulfllling bolts , 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation , tickling skittish spirits 

On one and other side , Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd , — but not in confidence 

Of author's pen, or actor's voice, but suited 

In like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils. 

Beginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 
^nferTROiLUS armed ^ an^PANDARUs. 

Tro. Call here my varlet'; I '11 unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy , 
That find such cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field ; Troilus , alas ! hath none. 

Pan. Will this gear ne'er be mended? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong , and skilful to their strenj 
Fierce to their skill , and to tiiek ^«t^^\i^<&!&\T^^^a&N.\ 



It I am weaker than a woman's tear , 
imer tlian sleep , fonder than ignorance ; 
ss yaliant than the virgin in the night , 
ui skiU-Iess as unpractised infancy. 

Pan. Well , I have told you enough of this : for my part , I 'U 
t meddle nor make no farther. He , that will have a cake out of 
I wheat, must tarry the grinding. 
lYo . Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the bolting. 
TVo. Have 1 not tarried? 

Pan. Ay , the bolting ; but you must tarry the leavening. 
TVo. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening: but here 's yet in the word here- 
er, the kneading, the making of the cake , the heating the oven, 
lUie baking: nay, you must stay the cooling too, or you may 
ince bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself , what goddess e'er she be , 
th lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
Priam's royal table do 1 sit; 
1 when (air Cressld comes into my thoughts , — 
traitor ! — when she comes ! — When is she thence? 
Pan. Well , she looked yesternight fairer than ever I saw her 
, or any woman else. 

>o. I was about to tell thee , >— when my heart , 
edged with a sigh , would rive in twain, 
9ector or my father should perceive me , 
' (as when the sun doth light a storm) 
I this sigh in wrinkle of a smile ; 
rrow , that is couch'd in seeming gladness , 
that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 
u An her hair were not somewhat darker than Helen's, 
to) there were no more comparison between the women, — 
* my part, she is my kinswoman: I would not, as they 
praise her, — but I would somebody had heard her talk 
f , as I did: I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's 

OPdadarus! I tell thee , Pandanis , — 
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WheQ I do tell thee , there my hopes lie drowa'd. 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep 

They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

In Cressid's love : thouanswer'st, she is fair; 

Pour'st in the open nicer of my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice; 

Handiest in thy discourse , ! that her hand , 

In whose comparison all whites are ink , 

Writing their own reproach: to whose soft seizure 

The cygnet's down is harsh , and spirit of sense 

Hard as the pahn of ploughman ! This thou tell'st me , 

As true thou tell'st me , when I say —p I love her; 

But, saying thus, instead of oil and halm, 

Thou lay'st ia every gash that love hath given, me 

The knife tha^ made it. 

Pcoi, I speak no more than truth. 

Tro, Thou dost not ^eak so much. 
Pan. 'Faith , I '11 not meddle ia 't. Let her be as sheis: ^ 
she be fair, 't is the better for her; au she he not, she has tki 
'mends in her own hands* 

Ttq. Good Pandarus. How -now, Pandarus! 

Pan^ I have had my labour for my travail ^ iil-thou^t on of 
her, and ill-thought on of you: gone between and between, bat 
small thanks for my labour. 

Tro. What ! art thoa angcy , Pandarus? whet wdtii me? 

Pan. Because shje 's-kin to me, therefiore, she 's nol so Air as 
Helen: an she were not kjuct to me, she would be as &ir on Fridiy, 
as Helen is on Sunday. ButStrhatcarel? I case: not, ansheirwe 
a black-a-moor ; 't is all one to me. 

tro. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan.^ I do not care whether you do or no . She '& » foot to stay 
behindher£ilber: let her to the Greeks; and so 1 'II teU ber Ae 
next time I see hen. For my part, I '11 meddle nor make no.more i' 
the matjter. 

IVo. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tho. Sweet Pandarus , — 
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Pan. Pray you , speak no more to me : I will leave all as I 
found it, and there an end. 

[Exit Pandarus. An Alarum. 

Tro. Peace , you ungracious clamours ! peace , rude sounds ! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair. 
When vith your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argumen t ; 
It is too stanr'd a subject for my sword, 
BotPandamS' Ogods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid , but by Pandar ; 
And he 's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo , 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love , 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we T 
Her bed is India ; there she lies , a pearl: 
Between our nium , and where she resides , 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Onrself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope y our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter iENSAs. 

Mne. How now , prince Troilus? wherefore not afield? 

Tro. Because not there : this woman's answer sorts, 
^or womanish it is to be from thence. 
XVhutnewd, i£neas, firom the field to-day? 

Mne. That Paris is returned home , and hurt. 

l>o. By whom, iCneas? 

Mne. Troilus, byMenelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : His but a scar to scorn; 
^iris is gor*d with Menelaus' horn. lAlarum. 

JBne. Hark, what good sport is out of town to-day! 

TKv. Better at home , if ** would I might ," were '* may." — 
But to the sport abroad : — are you bound thither? 

^ite. In all swift hastfr. ' 

Tro. Ceme; go we, l\ieii, lo^'t^wc* 
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SCENE II. 

The Same. A Street. 

Enter Crbssida am? Albxandbr. 

Ores, Who were those went by? 

Mex, Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cres. And whither go they? 

Mex. Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale , 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is as a virtue fix'd , to-day was moy'd : 
He chid Andromache , and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose , he was hamess'd light , 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Bid, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Ores, What was his cause of anger? 

Alex, The noise goes , this: there is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood , nephew to Hector ; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good; and what of him? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se , 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men; unless they are drunk, sick, or have 
no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of their par- 
ticular additions : he is as valiant as the lion , churlish as the beafi 
slow as the elephant; a man into whom nature hath so crowded 
humours, that his valour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced 
with discretion: there is no man hath a virtue that he hath not a 
glimpse of, nor any man an attaint but he carries some stain of it* 
He is melancholy without cause, and merry against the hair: be 
hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing so out of joint , that 
. he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use ; or purbUnd Argus, 
all eyes and no sight. 
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r. Bat how should this man , that makes me smile , make 

angry? 

r. They say , he yesterday coped Hector in the battle, and 

lim down ; the disdain and shame whereof hath oyer since 

ctor fasting and waking. 

j^n^erPANDARUS. 

r. Who comes here? 

r. Madam, yonr uncle, Pandarus. 

r. Hector 's a gallant man. 

r. As may be in the world , lady. 

. What 's that? what 's that? 

r. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

. Good morrow, cousin Cressid. What do you talk of? — 

orrow , Alexander. — How do you , cousin? When were 

Hum? 

'. This morning, uncle. 

. What were you talking of , when I came? Was Hector 

and gone , ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen was not up , was 

r. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

. E'en SO: Hector was stirring early. 

r. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

. Was he angry? 

. So he says, here. 

. True , he was so ; I know the cause too : he Ml lay about 

day, I can tell them that: and there 's Troilus will not 

r behind him ; let them take heed of Troilus, I can tell them 

'. What, is he angry too? 

. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the two. 

. , Jupiter ! there 's no comparison. 

. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Bo you know 

'you see him? 

. Ay; if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 

. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Then jroa say as I say; for, 1 arasuic^toV&xi^V.'ft^^^^^ 
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Pan, No , nor Hector is not Troilus , in some degrees. 

Cres, 'T is just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan, Himself? Alas, poor Troilus! I would, he wen 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan, — Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cres, He is not Hector. 

Pan, Himself? no , he 's not himself. — Would 'a were 
self! Well, the gods are above ; time must friend , or end. ' 
Troilus, well. — I would, my heart were in her body! - 
Hector is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cres, ' Excuse me. 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cres, Pardon me , pardon me. 

Pan. Th' other's not come to 't; you shall tell me at 
tale , when th' other 's come to 't. Hector shall not have h 
this year. 

Cres, He shall not need it , if he have his own. 

Pan, Nor his qualities. 

Cres, No matter. 

Pan, Nor his beauty. 

Cres, 'T would not become him ; his own 's better. 

Pan, You have no judgment, niece. Helen herself swo 
other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour, (for so 'tis, I 
confess) — not brown neither — 

Cres, No, but brown. 

Pan, 'Faith , to say truth , brown and not brown. 

Cres, To say the truth , true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cres, Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan^ So he has. 

Cres, Then , Troilus should have too much : if she pi 

him above , his complexion is higher than his : he having c 

enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praise for a 

complexion, Ihadas\\et¥Le\^\i's%<(M^\ilA\i<^«hadcomm( 

Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to ^ou, 1 v\i\ti>B.lL^\«\i\^^^sV\m\^^\ 

Paris. 
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}s. Then she 's a meiry Greek , indeed. 

%, Nay, lam sure she does. She came to him th' other 

o the compassed window ; — and , you know , he has not 

ree or four hairs on his chin. 

^s. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetick may soon bring his par- 

i therein to a total. 

1. Why , he is very young ; and yet will he , within three 
, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

s. Is he so young a man , and so old a lifter? 

2. But , to prove to you that Helen loves him : — she came, 
ts me her white hand to his cloven chin, — 

s, Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven ? 

1, Why, you know, 't is dimpled. I think his smiling 

es him better than any man in all Phrygia. 

fs. 0! he smiles valiantly. 

t. Does he not? 

s, ! yes , an 't were a cloud in autumn. 

?. Why, go to then. — But to prove to you that Helen 

'roilus , — 

s. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you II prove it^o. 

1, Troilus? why, he esteems her no more than I esteem 

le egg. 

!«. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an idle head', 

uld eat chickens i' the shell. 

n. I cannot choose but laugh , to think how she tickled his 

- indeed , she has a marvellous white hand , I must needs 

)• 

s. Without the rack. 

%. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on his chin. 

s» Alas , poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

I. But, there was such laughing: queen Hecuba laughed, 

r eyes ran o'er. 

*. With mill-stones. 

I. And Cassandra laughed. 

s. But there was more temperate fire under the pot of her 

lid her eyes run o'er 'tool 

'.. And Hector hushed. 
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Cres, At what was all this laughing? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on Troilas' 
chin. 

Cres. An 't had been a green hair I should have laughed too. 

Pan, They laughed not so much at the hair, as at his pretty 
answer. 

Cres, What was his answer? 

Pan, Quoth she, **Here 's but two and fifty hairs on your 
chin , and one of them is white." 

Cres, This is her question. 

Pan. That's true; make no question of that. '* Two and fifty 
hairs ," quoth he , '^ and one white : that white hair is my &tlwr, 
and all the rest are his sons." ** Jupiter!" quoth she, **whiehrf| 
these hairs is Paris, my husband?" ''The forked one," qnoftit 
he ; *' pluck 't out, and give it him." But there was such langhiDSi; 
and Helen so blushed, and Paris so chafed, and all the rest so 
laughed, that it passed. 

Cres, So let it now , for it has been a greatw while going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; think oat. 

Cres, So I do. 

Pan, I '11 be sworn , 't is true : he will weep you , an 't vctt 
a man bom in April. 

Cres, And I '11 spring up in his tears, an 't were a netde 
against May. [A retreat soundei 

Pan, Hark I they are coming from the field.. Shall we stand 
up here, and see them, as they pass toward Ilium? good nieci, 
do; sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan, Here , here ; here 's an excellent place : here we ml 
see most bravely. I '11 tell you them all by their names, as ftey 
pass by , but mark Troilus above the rest. 

Cres, Speak not so loud. 

iENEAS passes over the Stage, 

Pan, That 's Mne&s, Is not that a brave man? he 's one of 
the Qowers of Troy , I can UH ^Q\i\ Wi m^k Troilus ; yon shtB 
see anon, 

Cres. Who 's thai*! 
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AsiTESOR passes over. 

Pan, That 's Antenor : he has a shrewd wit , I can tell yon ; 
id he 's a man good enough: he 's one o' the soundest judgment 
1 Troy , whosoever, and a proper man of person. — When comes 
"roUos? — I '11 show yon TroUus anon : if he see me, you shall 
sehimnodatme. 

Cres. Will he giye you the nod? 

Pan. Tou shall see. 

Ores. If he do , the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes over. 

Pan, That 's Hector, that, that, look you, that; there 's a 
^^ f — Go thy way , Hector. — There 's a brave man , niece. — 
) braye He<jtor! — Look how he looks; there 's a countenance. 
I 't not a brave man? 

Cres, O! a brave man. 

Pan, Is 'a not? It does a man's heart good — Look you what 
lacks are on his helmet! look you yonder, do you see? look you 
liere. There 's no jesting : there 's laying on , take 't off who will, 
IS they say: there be hacks ! 

Ores, Be those with swords? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan, Swords? any thing, he cares not; an the devil come to 
da, it 's all one : by god's lid, it does one's heart good. — Yonder 
mnes Paris; yonder comes Paris: look ye yonder, niece: is 't 
lot a gallant man too, is 't not? ~ Why, this is brave now. — Who 
iaid he came hurt home to-day? he 's not hurt: why, this will do 
Sden's heart good now. Ha! would I could seeTroilus now. — 
foo shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres, Who 's that? 

^Hblbnus passes over. 

Pan, That 's Helenus. — I marvel, where Troilus is. That's 
Helenas. — - 1 think he went not forth to-day. — That 's Helenas. 
Cres, CvaBeleDusGght, uncle? 
/Jaw. Helenns? no; — yes , he '11 fight indSSei^wV. ^^« — ^ 
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marvel, where Troilus is. — Hark ! do you not hear the peo] 
Troilas? — Helenus is a priest. 

Cres, What sneaking fellow comes yonder 7 

iKOihiis passes over. 

Pan, Where? yonder? that 's Deiphobus. — 'T is T 
there 's a man , niece ! — Hem ! — Brave Troilus , the pri 
chivalry ! 

Cres, Peace! for shame; peace! 

Pan, Mark him ; note him. — O brave Troilus? — lo( 
upon him , niece : look you how his sword is bloodied , \ 
helm more hack'd than Hector's ; and how he looks , and 1 
goes ! — admirable youth ! he ne'er saw three and twent 
thy way , Troilus , go thy way : had I a sister were a graw 
daughter a goddess , he should take his choice. admirabi 
Paris ? — Paris is dirt to him ; and , I warrant , Helen , to c 
would give an eye to boot. 

Soldiers pass over ike Stage. 

Cres, Here come more. 

Pan, Asses, fools, dolts, chaff and bran , chaff and 
porridge after meat. I could live and die i' the eyes of 1 
Ne'er look, ne'er look: the eagles are gone; crows and 
crows and daws. I had rather be such a man as Troilus 
Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better mi 
Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well? — Why, have you any discretion 
you any eyes? Do you know what a man is ? Is not birth , \ 
good shape, discourse, manhood, learning, gentieiiess, ' 
youth, liberality, and such like, the spice and salt that se 
man? 

Cres. Ay, a minced man: and then to be baked with n 
ia the pye , — for liien tke mMi*s ^^\^ ' % q^* 

Pan, YoaaresucliaN?omaii\ Q\i^>52asyii^\tf5X^'^i"B*\.^ 
lie. 
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. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my wit, to 
ay wiles; upon my secrecy , to defend mine bonesty ; my 
4> defend my be&nty ; and you, to defend all tbese : and at 
! wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 
. S^y one of your watches . 

. Nay, I '11 watch you for that; and that 's one of the 
of them too : if I cannot ward what I would not haye hit, I 
;h you for telling how I took the blow, unless it swell past 
and then it 's past watching. 
. You are such another ! 

Enter Troilus* Boy, 

Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
. Where? 

. At your own house ; there he unarms him. 
. Good boy, tell him I come. [Exit Boy. 

he be hurt. - Fare ye well , good niece. 
. Adieu, uncle. 

. I '11 be with you, niece, by and by. 
. To bring, uncle, — 
. Ay, a token from Troilus. 
. By the same token , you are a bawd. — 

[Exit Pandarus* 
TOWS, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice , 
"S in another's enterprize ; 
*e in Troilus thousand fold I see , 
the glass of Pandar's praise may be.' 
II off. Women are angels , wooing: 
won are done , joy's soul lies in the doing : 
e belov'd knows nought, that knows not this , — 
ze the thing ungain'd more than it is : 
B was never yet , that ever knew 
i so sweet as when desire did sue. 
re , this maxim out of love I teach , — 
iment is command; ungain'd, beseech: 
though my heart's content firm love doth beax , 
' of that shall from mine «yes appear. \^9cit« 
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SCENE III. 
The Grecian Camp. Before Agamemnon 's Tent. 

Sennet. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ultsses, Hbbbiai 

and Others. 

J gam. Princes , 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks? 
The ample proposition , that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd; 
As knots , by the conflux of meeting sap , 
Infect the sound pine , and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us , 
That we come short of our suppose so far. 
That after seven years' siege yet Troy walls stand ; 
Sith every action that hath gone before , 
Whereof we have record , trial did draw 
Bias and thwart , not answering the aim , 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav 't surmised shape. Why then, you princes. 
Do you with cheeks abash 'd behold our works , 
And call them shames , which are, indeed, nought els« 
But the protractive trials of great Jove , 
To find persistive constancy in men? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love; for then, the bold and cowurd , 
The wise and fool , the artist and unread , 
The hard and soft, seem all affin'd and kin : 
But , in the wind and tempest of her frown , 
Distinction , with a broad and powerful fi&n , 
Puffing at all , winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies rich in virtue , and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat , 
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irords. In the reproof of chance 
le proof of men : the sea being smooth , 
shallow bauble l>oats dare sail 
atient breast, making their way 
of nobler bulk? 
ruffian Boreas once enrage 
Thetis, and, anon, behold, 
-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut , 
)etween the two moist elements , 
is* horse: where 's then the saucy boat, 
ik untimber'd sides but even no^ 
p*eatness? either to harbour 0ed, 
toast for Neptune. Even so 
r'sshow, and valour's worth, divide 
f fortune: for, in her ray and brightness , 
ath more annoyance by the brize , 
e tiger ; but when the splitting wind 
ble the knees of knotted oaks , 
ed under shade , why then, the thing of courage , 
vith rage , with rage doth sympathize , 
n accent tun*d in self-same key , 
chiding fortune. 

Agamemnon , 
commander , nerve and bone of Greece , 
ir numbers , soul and only spirit , 
le tempers and the minds of all 
shut up , hear what Ulysses speaks. 
! applause and approbation 
, — most mighty for thy place and sway , — 

[To Agam£mmon. 
Qost reverend for thy stretch'd-out life , — 

[To Nestor. 
)th your speeches , which were such, 
nnon and the hand of Greece 
d up high in brass ; and such again , 
le Nestor, hatch'd in silver, 
b a bond of air (stroag as the ailetree 
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Od YfhicYk heaven rides] knit all the Greekish ears 

To his experienced tongue , — yet let it please both , — 

Thou great , — and wise , — to hear Ulysses speak. 

A gam. Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be H of less eipe 
That matter needless , of importless burden , 
Divide thy lips , than we are confident , 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws. 
We shall hear music , wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss, Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 
And the great Hector's sword had lacked a master. 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected: 
And look , how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain , so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive , 
To whom the foragers shall all repair , 
What honey is expected? Degree being yizarded , 
Th' unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves , the planets , and this centre , 
Observe degree , priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Office, and custom, in all line of order: 
And therefore is the glorious planet , Sol , 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other : whose med'cinable eye 
Corrects the iU aspects of planets evil, 
And posts , like the commandment of a king , 
Sans check, to good and bad. But when the planets , 
In evil mixture , to disorder wander , 
What plagues, and what portents ! what mutiny! 
What raging of the sea , shaking of earth , 
Commotion in the winds , frights , changes , horrors , 
Divert and crack , rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixture ! 0! when degree is shak'd , 
Which is the ladder to aIib\|^\iL ^e^i^gofi > 
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The epterpriie is sick. How could commiuiities , 

Degrees in schools , and brotherhoods in cities , 

Peicefal commerce from dividable shores , 

Tbe primogenitiye and dne of birlh , 

PnrogatiTeofage, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

Sot by degree , stand in anUientic place ? 

Take but degree away , untune that string , 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 

Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores , 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility , 

And the rude son should strike his fother dead : 

Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrong, 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

Should lose their names , and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will , will into appetite ; 

And appetite , an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power , 

Most make perforce an universal prey , 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon , 

This chaos , when degree is suffocate , 

FoUows the choking: 

And this neglection of degree it is , 

That by a pace goes backward , with a purpose 

Ithath to climb. The general 's disdain'd 

By him one step below ; he , by the next; 

Thetnext, by him beneath : so, every step, 

Eumpled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 

Of pde and bloodless emulation : 

And 't is this fever that keeps Troy on foot , 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length , 

Troy in our weakness stands , not in her strength. 

Nett. Most wisely hath Ulysses here disco\eV ^ 
^eferer whereof all oar power is sick. 
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Agam. The nature ofthe sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyss. The great Achilles , vhom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host , 
Haying his ear fuli of his airy fame , 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs. With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy hed the Uyelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
He pageants us : sometime, great Agamemnon , 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 
And , like a strutting player , — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring , and doth think it rich 
^ To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretched footing and the scaffoldagc, — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and>when he speaks , 
'T is like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar'd , 
Which , from the tongue of roaring Typhon dxopp'd , 
. Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff, 
The large Achilles , on his press'd bed lolling , 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — ** Excellent ! — 't is Agamemnon right. — 
Now play me Nestor ; — hem , and stroke thy beard 
As he , being 'drest to some oration." 
That 's done ; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels — as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries , * * Excellent ! 
'T is Nestor right! Now play him me , Patroclns, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm." 
And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough , and ^pit , 
And with a palsy , ftimbling on his gorget. 
Shake in and out the riyel ; — and oX lUs «>^ort ^ 
^^ Sir Valour dies; cries, ''0\ — Wio^^\l,.^^^x^^xi&^ — 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 19 

ribs of Steel! I shall split all 
of my spleen." And in this fashion , 
ties, §^, natures, shapes, 
I generals of grace exact , 
its, plots, orders, preventions, 
} to the field , or speech for truce , 
*loss, vhatis, or is not, serves 
these two to make paradoxes. 
4.nd in the imitation of these twain , 
1 Ulysses says , opinion crowns 
)erial voice) many are infect, 
n self-will'd ; and bears his head 
in, in full as proud a place 
;hilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
)us feasts ; rails on our state of war , 
racle; and sets Thersites, 
se gall coins slanders like a mint, 
; in comparisons with dirt : 
md discredit our exposure , 
)ever rounded in with danger. 
They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
»m as no member of the war ; 
^science , and esteem no act 
land : the still and mental parts , — 
trive how many hands shall strike , 
>s calls them on, and know, by measure 
ervant toil, the eneniies' weight, — 
bath not a finger's dignity, 
is bed-work, mappery, closetr-war: 
ram , that batters down the wall , 
it swing and rudeness of his poise , 
t)efore his hand that made the engine , 
it with the fineness of their souls 
uide his execution. 

Let tliis be granted , and Achilles' horse 
jT Thetis' sons. \A TSitiV^X. 

What tramped look, "MAtkR\w»* 
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Enter JEsEna, 

Men, From Troy. 

Agam . What would you *fore our tent ? 

jEne. IstUs 

Great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you? 

Agam. Even this. 

ASne, May one , that is a herald and a prince , 
Bo a fair message to his kingly ears? 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm , 
'Fore all the Greekish heads , which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

ASne. Fair leave , and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals? 

Agam. How? 

^ne. Ay; I ask that I might waken reverence , 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush , 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 
Which is that god in ofiSce , guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 

Agam, This Trojan scorns us , or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

JEne, Courtiers as free , as debonair, unarm*d, 
As bending angels : that 's their fame in peace ; 
But when they would seem soldiers , they have galls , 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, Jove's accord, 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace , iEneas ! 
Peace, Trojan! lay thy finger on thy lips. 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth , 
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth ; 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath fame blows; that praise, sole pure, transeeads* 

Agam, Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself ^nMS? 

ASne, Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agram. WV\«.i'«^oar affair, Ipnyyen^ 

jEne. Sir, pardon: *t\sloT V%am«aaiW3i^^\^» 
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Agam, He hears nought privately that comes from Troy. 

Mne, Nor I from Troy came not to whisper him : 
Ibria^f a trumpet to awake his car; 
To set his sense on the attentive hent , 
And then to speak. 

Agam, Speak frankly as the wind. 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
niat thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 
He tells thee so himself. 

^ne. Trumpet, hlowloud. 

Bead thy hrass voice through all these lazy tents; 
And every Greek of mettle , let him know , 
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aluud. [Trumpet sounds. 
We have , great Agamemnon , here in Troy , 
4 prince Called Hector , Priam is his father , 
Who iathis dull and long-continued truce 
is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet , 
bd to this purpose speak. — Kings, princes, lords, 
f there be one among the fair'st of Greece , 
%at holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
liat seeks bis praise more than he fears his perU; 
liat knows his valour , and knows not his fear ; . 
hat loves his mistress more than in confession 
Vith tmant vows to her own lips he loves , 
Lfld dare avow her beauty and her worth , 
a other arms than hers , — to him this challenge, 
lector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks , 
hall make it good , or do his best to do it 
[e hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 
"ban ever Greek did couple in his arms; 
Old will to-morrow with his trumpet call , 
fid-way between your tents and walls of Troy , 
to rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
f any eome , Hector shall honour him ; 
fnone, he '11 say in Troy, when he retires , 
rhe Grecian dames are sun-burn'd , and not worth 
rhe splinter ota lance, Eren so much. 
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Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lordiEneas; 
If none of them have soal in such a kind , 
We left them all at home : but we are soldiers; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove , 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he. 

Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : he is old now ; 
But if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man that hath one spark of fire , 
To answer for his love , tell him from me , 
I '11 hide my silver beard in a gold beaver , 
And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn ; 
And , meeting him , will tell him , that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam , and as chaste 
As may be in the world. His youth in flood , 
I '11 prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

~^ne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Agam, Fair lord iEneas , let me touch your hand; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you , Sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each-lord of Greece , from tent to tent ; 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all hut Ultsses and Nest 

Ulyss, Nestor , — 

Nest. What says Ulysses? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain ; 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is H7 

Ulyss. This His. 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride , 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles , must or uow be cio^V^ ^ 
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shedding, breed a ntirsery of like cyiI » 
overbulk us all. 

NesU Well, and bow? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends , 
veyer it is spread in general name , 
ates in purpose only to Achilles. 
Nest, The purpose is perspicuous even as substance, 
ose grossness little characters sum up : 
1 in the publication make no strain , 
. that Achilles , were his brain as barren 
banks of Libya, (though, Apollo knows, 
s dry enough) will , with great speed of judgment, 
, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
nting on him. 

IJlyss. And wake him to the answer, think you? 
Nest. Why, 't is most meet : whom may you else oppose, 
It can from Hector bring his honour off, 
lot Achilles? Though 't be a sportful combat » 
; in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
' here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
th their fin'st palate: and trust to me, Ulysses, 
r imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
this wild action ; for the success , 
hough particular, shall give a scantling 
good or bad unto the general; 
d in such indexes (although small pricks 
their subsequent volumes) there is seen 
s baby figure of the giant mass 
things to come at large. It is suppos'd , 
, that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
1 choice , being mutual act of all our souls , 
kes merit her election , and doth boil, 
't were from forth us all , a man distill'd 
t of our virtues ; who miscarrying , 
lat heart receives from hence the conquering part , 
steel a strong opinion to themselves? 
dch entertain'd, limbs arc his instruments « 
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In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Uiyss, Give pardon to my speech : — 
Therefore 't is meet Achilles meet not Hector, 
Let us, like merchants , show our foulest wares , 
And think, perchance, they '11 sell; if not, 
The lustre of the better shall exceed , 
By showing the worse first. Do not consent , 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honour and our shame , in this, 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Nest, I see them not with my old eyes : what are they? 

Uiyss. What glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud , we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Afric sun , 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes , 
Should he 'scape HectDr lair. If he were foiI*d , 
Why , then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No; make a lottery, 
And by device let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : among ourselves , 
Give him allowance for the better man , 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon , 
Who broils in loud applause; and make him fall 
His crest , that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull, brainless Ajax come safe off , 
We '11 dress him up in voices : if he fail , 
Yet go we under our opinion still , 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss. 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes , -* 
Ajax employ'd plucks down Achilles*^ plumes. 

Nest. Now , Ulysses , I begin to relish thy advice ; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other : pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiffs on , as'i\)fti^\.^<&\xV^<»i«. {Ewm 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Another Part of the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Ajxx and Tbersites, 

p. Thersites, — 

•• Agamemnon — bow if he had boUs? full, all over, 

it 

5. Thersites, — 

>• And those boils did ran? — Say so , — did not the ge- 

1 then? were not that a botchy core? 

?. Bog,^ 

'• Then would come some matter from him : I see none 

?• Thou bitch-wolf 's son , canst thou not hear? Feel 

[Strikes hiTiu 
. The plague of Greece upon thee , thou mongrel beef- 
rd! 

f. Speak then, thou Tinewd*st leaven, speak: I will beat 
' handsomeness. 

. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and hoUness: but, I 
by horse will sooner con an oration , than thou learn a 
ithoutbook. Thou canst strike , canst thou? aredmur- 
y jade's tricks! 

'. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 
. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou strik'st me thus? 
. The proclamation , — 
. Thou art proclaimed a fool , I think. 
. Bo not, porcupine, do not: my fingers itch. 
. I would , thou didst itch from head to foot, and I bad 
2hingofthee; I would make thee the loathsomest scab in 
When thou art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as 
nother. 

. I say, the proclamation, — 

. Thou gruniblest and railest every hour on Achilles^ 
art as full of envy at his greatness , as Ceri>enis is at Pro* 
beaut/, ay, that thou barkest at blm. 
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JJax, Mistress Thersites! 

Tker, Thou shouldest strike him. 

jljax, Cobloaf! 

Titer. He would pun thee into shivers with his fist, as a saili 
breaks a biscuit. 

jijax. You whoreson cur ! [Beating hit 

Ther. Do, do. 

jljax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Tker. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast i 
more brain than I have in mine elbows; an assinego may tut 
thee : thou scurvy valiant ass ! thou art here but to thrash Trojan 
and thou art bought and sold among those of any wit, likeaBa 
barian slave. If thou use to beat me , I will begin at thy heel, ti 
tell what thou art by inches , thou thing of no bowels , thou ! 

AJax. You dog! 

Tker. You scurvy lord ! 

4idx. You cur! [Beating loi 

Tker. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel; do, do 

Enter kcBihULS ontf Patroclus. 

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this? 
How now, Thersites? what 's the matter , man? 

Tker. You see him there , do you 7 

Achil, Ay; what 's the matter? 

Tker, Nay, look upon him. 

Achil, Soldo: what's the matter? 

Tker, Nay, but regard him well. 
' Achil. Well, why I do so. 

Tker. But yet you look not well upon him; for, whosocT 
yon take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. I know that, fool. 

Tker. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

43ax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Tker, Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! 1 

er/isiODS have ears thus \oi\%. 1 \i«N« l^<\hbed his brain , more ^ 

lie lias beat my bones: lmW\i\rj 'tfai^«^«cvs^^VstL^^^sMs\^% 

hispta mater is not 'Won\il\i^tivci'^\^^^^^^V«^^^- ''^^^^ 
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AchiUeSy ijti» who wears his mi in his belly, and his guts in 
his head , I '11 tell yoa what I say of him. 

AehiL What? 

Ther. I say, thisAjax — 

jiehil. Nay, goodAjax. [Aj /lx qffers to strike him. 

Therm Has not so much wit — 

Aehilm Nay, I most hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom he 
eomes to fight. 

AehU. Peace, fool! 

Ther» I would hare peace and qoietness, but the fool will 
Mt: he there; that he, look you there. 

4fax. O, thou damned curl I shall — 

jiehil. Will you set your wit to a fool's? 

Therm No, I warrant you; for a fool's will shame it. 

Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

jiehil. What 's the quarrel? 

4fax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of the pro- 
clamation , and he rails upon me. 

Therm I serve thee not. 

4jax. Well, goto, goto. 

Ther, I serve here voluntary. 

jiehil. Tour last service was sufferance , 'i was not voluntary ; 
1^0 man is beaten voluntary : Ajaz was here the voluntary, and you 
as under an impress. 

Ther. Even so? — a great deal of your wit , too , lies In your 
sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a great catch , if 
he knock out either of your brains: he were as good crack a fusty 
lint with no kernel. 

Achih What, with me too, Thersites? 

Ther. There 's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — whose wit was 
mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, —yoke you like 
drtught oien , and make you plough up the war. 

Aehil. What? what? 

I%er. Tes, good sooth: to, AchOIes, toAJax, tQ*— 

4;aaT, J shall cut out your tongue. 
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Ther. *T is no matter ; I shall speak as nrach as tlioii» al 
wards. 

Patr, No more words , Thersites; peace! • 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach bids 
shaU I? 

JchiL There 's for you , Patroclus. 

Ther, I will see you hanged , like clotpoles , ere I come 
more to your tents : I will keep where there is wit stirring, 
leave the faction of fools. [£ 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this. Sir, is proclaimed through dl 

host: — 
That Hector , by the fifth hour of the sun , 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms ,"; 
That hath a stomach; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what : 't is trash. Farewell. 

4f(ue» Farewell. Who shall answer him? 

Achil, I know not: it is put to lottery; otherwise, 
He knew his man. 

4fax, O! meaning you. — I will go learn more of it. 

[Em 

SCENE 11. 
Troy« A Room in Priam's Palace. 

Enter Priam, Hbctor, Troilus, Paris, and Hbl»c 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks : — 
'* Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 
As honour, loss of time, travail, expence. 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consum'd 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 
Shall be struck off: " — Hector , what say you to 't? 
ITecf, Though no man \ess^t l&«x% ^^ ^i^^Va ^«n I ^ 

As far as toucheth my paTllcT]^^ > 

Yet, dread Priam, 



TROILUS AND CRESSIOA. 29 

lliere is no Itdy of more softer bowels , 

Vore spungy to suck in the sense of fear , 

More ready to cry oat — '* Who knows wliat follows?" 

Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety , 

Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 

The beacon of the wise , the tent that searches 

To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 

Knee the first sword was drawn about this question » 

£yery tithe soal , 'mongst many thousand dismes , 

Aalh been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours: 

If we have lost so many tenths of ours , 

To guard a thing not ours , nor worth to us , 

Bad it our name , the value of one ten , 

"What merit 's in that reason , which denies 

The yielding of her up? 

TVo. Fie, fie! my brother 

"Weigh you the worth and honour of a king , 
So great as our dread father , in a scale 
Of common ounces? will you with counters sum 
The past-proportion of his infinite? 
And buckle in a waist most fathomless , 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame ! 

HeL No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons , 
Ton are so empty of Uiem. Should not our father 
^ear the great sway of his ^airs with reasons , 
Because your speech hath none , that tells him so? 

TVo. You are for dreams and slumbers , brother priest : 
Tou f^ your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons : 
Ton know , an enemy intends you harm , 
Tou know » a sword employed is perilous , 
And reason flies the object of all barm. 
Whonurvels, then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The yery wings of reason to his heels , 
And fly like chidden Mercury horn Jove , 
QrUJkessUwdfs^rb'df-^my, ifwetaikoCT««i%OTi, 
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Let 's shut oar gates , and sleep : manhood and honour 
Should have hare hearts , woold they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale , and lustihood deject. 

Hect, Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro, What is aught, but as 't is valued? 

Hect, But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds his estimate and dignity , 
As well wherein 't is precious of itself , 
As in the prizer. T is mad idolatry , 
To make the service greater than the god; 
And the will dotes , that is inclinable 
To what infectiously itself affects, 
Without some image of th' affected merit. 

7V*o. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears , 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment. How may I avoid , 
Although my will distaste what it elected , 
The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this , and to stand firm by honour. 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant. 
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve , 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet , 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your'breath of full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce. 
And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd ; 
And for an old aunt , whom the Greeks held captive , 
He brought a Grecian queen , whose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt. 
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl. 
Whose price hath launched aho^^ ;i v\lo\xswA^\^^ > 



^ 
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Qd tmn*d erown'd kings to merchants, 
yon '11 ATOuch 't was wisdom Paris went , 

8 yoa must need, for yon all cry'd — **Go, go;" 
jrou 11 confess , he brought home noble prize , 

8 you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
Dd cry'd — ** Inestimable ! " why do you now 
iie issue of your proper wisdoms rate , 
ad do a deed that fortune never did , 
}ggar the estimation which you priz*d 
cher than sea and land? O, theft most base, 
lat we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 
it, thieves, unworthy ofa thing so stolen, 
lat in their country did them that disgrace , 
''e fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos. IfTitMn.] Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Pri. What noise? what shriek is this? 

7Vo. T is our mad sister: I do know her voice. 

Cas. IfFithin,] Cry, Trojans! 

Hect, It is Cassandra. 

En/er Cassandra , raving, 

Cas, Cry, Trojans , cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes , 
^nd I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect* Peace, sister, peace! 

Cas. Virgins and boys , mid-age and wrinkled eld , 
oft infancy , that nothing canst but cry , 
k.dd to my clamours I let us pay betimes 
L moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
!ry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears : 
Voy must not be , nor goodly Ilion stand ; 
^ar fire-brand brother, Paris, bums us all. 
!ry, Trojans, cry! a Helen, and a woe! 
Iry, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit 

Hect, Now, youthful Troilus , do not these high strains 
)f divination in our sister work 
ome touches of remorse? or is your blood 

9 madlj hot, that no discourse of reason , 
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Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause , 
Can qualify the same? 

Tro, Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds , 
Because Cassandra's mad : her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel, 
Wbich hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. For my private part , 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons; 
And Jove forbid , there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par, Else might the world convince of levity , 
As well my undertakings , as your counsels ; 
But, I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension , and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project : 
For what, alas! can these my single arms? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour. 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties , 
And had as ample power as I have will , 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri> Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still , but these the gall. 
So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Par, Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it , 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the rausack'd qiieeu ^ 
Disgrace to your great woTi\is , «iti^ s\iMXi« v^ m^ ^ 
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I 

Hiw to deliTer her possession up , 
I ., fk terms of base compulsion ? Can it be , 

' lliat so degenerate a strain as this , 

. Should once set footing in your generous bosoms? 
Xbere 's not the meanest spirit on our party , 
Widboutahearttodare, or sword to draw, 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble , 

Whose life were ill bestow'd , or death unfam'd , 

Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 

The world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

ffecL Paris, aodTroilus, you have both said well ; 

And on the cause and question now in hand 
. Have gloz'd , — but superficially ; not much 

Unlike young men , whom Aristotle thought 

Unfit iQ hear moral philosophy. 

The reasons yon allege do more conduce 

To the hot passion of distempered blood , 

Than to make up a free determination 

Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure, and revenge, 

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. Nature craves , 

All dues be rendered to their owners : now , 

Vfhni nearer debt in all humanity 

Than wife is to the husband? if this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection , 

And that great minds , of partial indulgence 

To their benumbed wills , resist the same , 

There is a law in each well-order'd nation , 

To curb those raging appetites that are 

Host disobedient and refractory. 

if Helen , then , be wife to Sparta's king. 

As it is known she is , these moral laws 

Of nature, and of nation, speak aloud 

To have her back relum'd : thus to persist 

In doing wrong extenuates not wrong , 

Bol makes U much more beavj. Hector* s opVcaoxv 
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Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne'ertheless. 
My spritely brethren , I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still ; 
For 't is a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

TVo. Why, there you touched the life of our design: 
Were it not glory that we more affected , 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens , 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A spur to Taliant and magnanimous deeds; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes , 
And fame , in time to come , canonize us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promised glory. 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action , 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Uect, I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks , 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits. 
I was advertis'd , their great general slept , 
Whilst emulation in the army crept: 
This, I presume, will wake him. [E 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. Before Achillbs' Tent. 

Enter Thbrsitbs. 

Ther, How now, Thersites ! what ! lost in the labyrini 

fury? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beats me 

rail at him: worthy satisfaction I would, it were oth 

that I could beat him, wYnlsWife tw^a^ ^Vm^, •%1^^\.^ V 

to conjure and raise de\ils, laxAl'W^^ sOTi^s^Vwifc ^Vtec 

execrations. Then , ttiew *» X^YiVS^^* , — ^ w^ ^^^©^^ 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 35 

iken tiU these two undermine it , the walls will stand till 
of themselves. , thou great thunder-darter of Olympus ! 
at thou art Joye the king of gods ; and , Mercury , lose all 
entine craft of thy Caduceus , if ye take not that little, 
ss-thaa-little wit from them that they have; which short- 
;norance itself knows is so abundant scarce , it will not in 
ention deliver a fly from a spider , without drawing their 
ons and cutting the web. After this , the vengeance on 
e camp! or, rather the Neapolitan bone-ache; for that, 
s , is the curse dependant on those that war for a placket, 
id my prayers , and devil , envy , say Amen. What , ho ! 
Achilles I 

Enter Patroclus. 
• Who 's there? Thersites? Good Thersites, come in 

. If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit, thou 
t not have slipped out of my contemplation ; but it is no 
thyself upon thyself! The common curse of mankind, 
1 ignorance , be thine in great revenue I heaven bless thee 
itor, and discipline come not near thee! Let thy blood 
irection till thy death! then, if she, that lays thee out, 
u art a fair corse, I '11 be sworn and sworn upon 't, she 
rouded any but lazars. Amen. Where 's Achilles? 
. What ! art thou devout? wast thou in prayer? 
. Ay; the heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

/. Who's there? 

. Thersites, my lord. 

/. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, my 

my digestion , why hast thou not served thyself in to my 

many meals? Come; what 's Agamemnon ? 

. Thy commander, Achilles. Then , tell me , Patroclus, 

Lchilles? 

. Thy lord, Thersites. Thea, le\l m^^ \ v^vj ^^> 

i/seJ/T 



$t TBOILUS AND CEESSIDA. 

Ther. Thy koower, Pttroclos. Hien leD bw, VllnclHi 
what art thou? 

Pair. Hion most tell , that koowest. 

Achil. O! tell, tell. 

Ther. I '11 decline the whole qnestion. Agamemnon CM^ 
maods Achilles; Achilles is my lord; I am Patrodos' knoivf 
and Patrodos is a fool. 

Pair. Yon rascal ! 

Ther. Peace, fool! I have not done. 

AchiL He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; Theniles ii 
a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

AchilL Derive this : come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to conmiand Achilles; 
Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon ; Thersitesis • 
fool to serve such a fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pair. Why am I a fool ? ! 

Ther. Malte that demand of the prover. — It suffices me, Ihei . 
art. Look you, who comes here? 

J^n/er A&AMEMNON , Ultssks, Nestor, Diomeobs, andAi^ 

I 

AchtL Patroclus , I '11 speak with nobody. — Come in viAj 
me, Thersites. [M» 

Ther. Here is such patchery , such juggling, andsochtai* 
very! all the argument is a cuckold, and a whore; agood(iain4 
to draw emulous factions, and bleed to death upon. Now, ^ 
dry serpigo on the subject, and war and lechery confound all! 

Agam , Where is Achilles ? 

Patr. Within his tent; but ill-dispos'd , my lord. 

Agam, Let it be known to him that we are here. 
We sent our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments visiting of him : 
Let him be told so , lest, perchance, bethink 
We dare not move the queslVou ol oxjLt-^X^^^ , 
Or know not what wc are. ^. .- 
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Ulyst. We saw him at the opening of his tent : 
Be is not sick. 

4jiUB' Yes, lion-sick, sick of proad heart: yon may call it 
melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by my head, 'tis 
fcide: but why 7 why? let him show us a cause. — A word, my 
lord. [Taking Abamemhov aside. 

Nest, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 
Ulyss, Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 
Nest. Who? Thersites? 
Ulyss. He. 

Nest, fhen will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his argument. 
Ulyss. No, you see, he is his argument, that has his argu- 
ment, Achilles. 

Nest. All the better; their fraction is more our wish, than 
Ikdr faction : but it was a strong composure , a fool could dis- 
unite. 

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may easily 
lOktie. Here come Patroclus. 
Nest. No Achilles with him. 

Re-^nter Patroclus. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for courtesy: his 
legs are legs for necessity , not for flexure. 

Pair. Achilles bids me say , he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Am move your greatness , and this noble state , 
To call upon him : he hopes, it is no other. 
But, fbr your health and your digestion sake. 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus. 

^e are too well acquainted with these answers ; 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn , 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

llnch attribute he hath, and much the reason ^ 

Why we ascribe it to him ; yet all his virtues , 
Not virtaonsly on his own part beheld , 
thia oar ejes begin to lose their gloss ; 



88 TROILUS AND CRES8IDA. 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dishy 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him , 

We come to speak with him ; and you shall not sin , 

If you do say , we think him over-proud , 

And under-honest; in self-assumption greater, 

Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on , 

Disguise the holy strength of their command , 

And underwrite in an observing kind 

His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes , his ebbs, his flows, as if 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on his tide. Go , tell him this : and add , 

That , if he overbold his price so much , 

We 'U none of him; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable , lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war. 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Before a sleeping giant: — tell him so. 

Patr* I shall; and bring his answer presently. 

Agam, In second voice we '11 not be satisfied , 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses , enter you. 

Ajax. What is he more than another? 
Agam. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he thinks 
a better man than I am? 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is' 

Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong, as val 
wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogeth* 
tractable. 

4jax, Why should a man be proud? How doth prid 
I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind \s iVie c\ew^T , ^\w. > ^\A^wa - 
Mrex. Hethatis proud, eiiiswv>Q^«^^'^'^^-^^^^*^'^'^ 
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trampet, his own chronicle; and whatever praises itself 

e deed , devours the deed in the praise. 

. I do hate a proud man , as I hate the engendering of 

. Yet he loves himself : is 't not strange? [Aside, 

Re-enter Ultssbs. 

r. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
n. What 's his excuse ? 

He doth rely on none ; 
es on the stream of his dispose 
observance or respect of any, 
eculiar and in self-admission. 
n. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
is person , and share the air with us? 
. Things small as nothing , for request's sake only , 
s important. Possessed he is with greatness ; 
iks not to himself, but with a pride 
rrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
his blood such swoln and hot discourse , 
vixt his mental and his active parts , 
I'd Achilles in commotion rages , 
ers down himself: what should I say? 
plaguy proud , that the death tokens of it 
No recovery." 

n. Let Ajax go to him. — 

I, go you and greet him in his tent : 
, he holds you well; and will be led, 
equest, a little from himself. 
. O Agamemnon! let it not be so. 
nsecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
ey go from Achilles : shall the proud lord , 
tes his arrogance with his own sean/, 
;r suffers matter of the world 
. thoughts , — save such as doth revolve 
inate himself, — shall he be worshipped 
? AoJd an idol more than he ? 
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No , this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 

Most not so stale his palm , nobly acquired ; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is , by going to Achilles : 

That were to enlard his fat-already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer , when he burns 

Will entertaining great Hyperion . 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thunder — ** Achilles , go to him." 

Nest, O! this is well; he rubs the vein of him. [Ande* 

Dio . And how his silence drinks up this applause ! [Andt* 

4jax. If I go to him, with my armed fist 
I '11 pash him o'er the face. 

Agam. O, no! you shall not go. 

Ajax, An 'a be proud with me , 1 '11 pheeze his pride. 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 

Ajax, A paltry, insolent fellow ! 

Nest, How he describes 

Himself? [Andt. 

Ajax, Can he not be sociable 7 

Ulyss, The raven 

Chides blackness. [AmU^ 

Ajax, I '11 let his humours blood. 

Agam, He will be the physician , that should be the patient 

Ajax, An all men were o* my mind , — 
Ulyss. Wit would be out of foshioiu 

[Asiii. 
Ajax, 'A should not bear it so , 
A should eat swords first : shall pride carry it? 

Nest. An 'twould, you 'd carry half. [AM* 

Ulyss, 'A would have tea sham. 

[AiiA»* 
Ajax. I will knead him ; I will make him supple. 
JVest. He 's not yet Ihorow^Vi ^^\m\ t(^xc^ him with praises. 
Pom in J pour in; hisambvlVotiVsAi^. VAwA*- 
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Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

iTo AeAfttEMMON. 

Nest. Our noble general , do not do so. 

Bio, You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyss, Why, 'tis this naming ofhim does him harm. 
Rere is a man — but 't is before his face ; 
t "Will be silent. 

Nest, Wherefore should you so? 

Re is not emulous , as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

4jax. A whoreson dog , that shall palter thus with us ! 
'Would, he were a Trojan ! 

NeMt, What a \1ce 

Were it in Ajax now — 

Ulyss, If he were proud ? 

Dio . Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss, Ay, or surly borne? 

Dio, Or strange, oi; self-affected? 

Ulyss, Thank the heavens , lord , thou art of sweet com- 
posure ; 
Praise him that got thee , her that gave thee suck : 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thiice-fam'd , beyond all erudition ; 
But he that disciplined thine arms to fight , 
letHars divide eternity in twain , 
And give him half: and for thy vigour , 
Ball-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To smewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom , 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, ashore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : here 's Nestor, 
Instructed by thq antiquary times , 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; 
But pardon, father Nestor , were your days 
ks green as Ajax , and your brain so temper'd , 
Fou should not have the eminence of him , 
But be as Ajax. 
^aar. Shall I call you father ? 
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Ne*t. Aj^ my good SOD. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him , . lord Ajax. 

Ulyss, There is no tarrying here : the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war : 
Fresh kings are come to Troy ; to-morrow i 
We most with all oar main of power stand fast : 
And here 's a lord , — come knights from east to west , 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift , though greater hulks draw deep. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 
Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant. 

Pan, Friend ! you ; pray you , a word. Do not you fol 
the young lord Paris? 

Serv. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan, You depend upon him , I mean? 

Serv, Sir , I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman : I most n( 
praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised ! 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Serv. Faith, Sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better. I am the lord Pandarus. 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv^ You are in the state of grace. [Muncwl 

Pan, Grace! not so, friend; honour and lordship are 
titles. — What music is this? 

Serv, I do but parlVf ktio^ , ^Vc \ SxSaTON&vx. vsi ^arts. 
Pan, Know you the musid^iis'l 
Serv, Wholly, Sir. 
Pan. Who play thc^ to*t 
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Serv. To tihe hearers , Sir. 

Pan. At wl)Ose pleasure , friend? 

Serv» At mine, Sir; and theirs that love music. 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv, Who shall I command, Sir? 

Pan, Friend, we understand not one another: I am too 
(ortly, and thou art too cunning. At whose request do these 
en play? 

Serv. That's to 't, indeed, Sir. Marry, Sir, at the request 
f Paris , my lord , who is there in person ; with him the mortal 
enus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's invisible soul — 

Pan, Who, my cousin Cressida? 

Serv, No, Sir, Helen: could you not find out that by her 
tributes? 

Pan, It should seem , fellow , that thou hast not seen the 
idy Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from the prince Troilus : 
win make a complimental assault upon him , for my business 
^eths. 

Serv, Sodden business : there 's a stewed phrase, indeed. 

j^n/er Paris amZ Helen, attended. 

Pan, Fair be to yon , my lord , and to all this fair company ! 
lir desires , in all fair measure , fairly guide them ; especially to 
ou, fair queen: fair thoughts be your fair pillow ! 

Helen, Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan, You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. — Fair 
rince , here is good broken music. 

Par, You have broke it, cousin; and, by my life, you shall 
lake it whole again : you shall piece it out with a piece of your 
erformance. — Nell, he is full of harmony. 

Pan* Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, Sir! — 

Pan, Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par, Well said, my lord. Well, you say so in fits. 

Pan, I have business to my lord, dear qii<&«\i. — "^^Vst^^ 
H/fon roucbsafe me a word ? 
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Helen, Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we '11 hear yon siog, 
certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. Bat, 
marry, thus, my lord. — My dear lord, and most esteemed 
friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan, Go to , sweet queen, go to : — commends himself most 
affectionately to you. 

Helen, You shall not bob us out of our melody: if yoa do, 
our melancholy upon your head. 

Pan, Sweet queen, sweet queen; that 's a sweet queen,— 
i* faith — 

Helen, And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour offience. 

Pan, Nay , that shall not serve your turn ; that shall it not, 
in truth , la ! Nay , I care not for such words : no , no. — And, 
my lord , he desires you , that if the king call for him at supper, 
you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus , — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen , — my very very sweet 
queen? 

Par, What exploit's in hand? where sups he to-night? 

Helen, Nay , but my lord , — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen? — My cousin will fall out 
with you. You must not know where he sups. 

Par, I '11 lay my life , with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan, No, no; no such matter, you are wide. Come, your 
disposer is sick. 

Par* Well, I '11 make excuse. 

Pan, Ay, good my lord. Why should you say Cressida? no, 
your poor disposer 's sick. 

Par, I spy. 

Pan, You spy! what do you spy? — Come, give me an in- 
strument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen, Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan, My niece is horribly in love with a thing you have, sweel 
gneen, 
^ Helen, B\l^ shall have it , m^ \oi^ , Vl\V\ife xinX m^ Vs^'^«e 
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Pan. He! no, she '11 Done of him; they two are twain. 

Helen, Falling in , after falling out , may make them three* 

Pan* Come , come , I '11 hear no more of this. I '11 sing you 
a song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet lord, 
thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo us all. O, 
Capid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan. Love! ay, that it shall, i' faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so: 

Love, love^ nothing but love , still more! 

For, oh! lovers bow 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shqft confounds, 

Not that it wounds 
But tickles still the sore. 
These lovers cry — Oh! oh! they die! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 

So dying love lives still: 
Oh! oh! awhile, but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh! oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! — hey ho! 

Helen, In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves , love ; and that breeds hot 
blood , and hot blood begets hot thoughts , and hot thoughts beget 
hot deeds , and hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot thoughts, 
and hot deeds? — Why, they are vipers: is love a generation of 
vipers? Sweet Lord, who 's a-field to-day? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy: I would fain have armed to-day, but my Nell 
would not have it so. How chance my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something : — ^ow Vji<Q(^ iS\ ^ Vs^ 
Papdaras. 
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Pan, Noil, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear how they 
sped to-day. — You '11 remember your brother's excuse? 

Par, To a hair. 

Pan, Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen, Commend me to your niece. 

Pan, I will, sweet queen. [Exit, 

[A Retreat sounded. 

Par, They 're come from field : let us to Priam's hall, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen , I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles , 
With these your white enchanting fingers touih'd , 
Shall more obey than to the edge of steel , 
Or force of Greekish sinews : you shall do more 
Than all the island kings , disarm great Hector. 

Helen, 'T will make us proud to be his servant , Paris: 
Yea , what he shall receive of us in duty , 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have : 
Yea, overshincs ourself. 

Par* Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11. 
The Same. Pandarus' Orchard. 

Enter Pandarus ajid a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now! where 's thy master? at my cousin Cressi- 
da*s? 

Serv, No, Sir; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan, O ! here he comes. — How now , how now ! 

Tro, Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Serwtrd. 

Pan, Have you seen my cousin ? 

TVo. No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O! be thou my Charon , 
And ^ve me swift transportance to those ^elds ^ 
Wbere Imaj wallow in the \i\y beds 
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Propos*d for the desenrcr. O, gentle Pandanis ! 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings , 
And fly idth me to Cressid. 

Pan. Walk here i' the orchard. I '11 bring her straight, 

Tro, I am giddy: expectation whirls me round. 
Th' imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; what will it be , 
"When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-repured nectar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine , 
Too subtle-potent , tun*d too sharp in sweetness , 
For the capacity of my ruder powers. 
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides , 
Xliat 1 shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle , when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

. Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She 's making her ready ; she *11 come straight : you 
most be witty now. She docs so blush , and fetches her wind so 
short, as if she were frayed with a sprite : I '11 fetch her. It is the 
prettiest villain : she fetches her breath so short as a new-ta'en 
sparrow. [Exit Pamdarus . 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom : 
Bfy heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse , 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose , 
Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
the eye of majesty. 

Enter Pakdarus and Cressida. 
Pan* Come, come, what need you blush? shame's a baby. 
*^Here she is now: swear the oaths now to her, that you have 
Sworn to me. — What ! are you gone again? you must be watched 
«re you be made tame , must you? Come your ways , come your 
^ys; an you draw backward, we '11 put you i' the fills. — Why 
do you not speak to her? — Come, draw this curtain, ^udlet 's 
u$ jour picture, Alas the day, how loalh you aie lo otov^ ^«^- 



48 TROILIJS AND CRESSiDA. 

light ^. an 't were dark, you 'd close sooner. Sa, so; nib oBi 
and kiss the mistress. How now! a kiss in fee-fimn? bniU 
there, carpenter; the air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight yov 
hearts out, ere I part you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the 
ducks i' the river : goto, goto. 

TVo. You have bereft me of all words , lady. . 

Pan» Words pay no debts , give her deeds ; but she '11 benitf 
you of the deeds too , if she call your activity in question. Wlul! 
billing again? Here *s — *' In witness whereof the parties inter- 
changeably'' — Come in, come in: I '11 go get a fire. 

[Exit IP AJkDANi' 

Cres» Will you walk in , my lord? 

Tro, OCressida! how often have I wished me thus? 

Cre8» Wished , my lord ? — The gods grant ! — O my lorf! 

Tro. What should they grant? what makes this pretty ab- 
ruption? What too curious dreg espies my sweet lady in the feiB* 
tain of our love? 

Ores* More dregs than water , if my fears have eyes. 

Tro, Fears make devils of cherubins ; they never see tnily< 

Ores, Blind fear , that seeing reason leads , finds safer MH 
than blind reason, stumbling without fear: to fear the worst, li 
cures the worse. 

Tro. O! let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Cupid's fi* 
geant there is presented no monster. 

Cres, Nor nothing monstrous neither? 

Tro, Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vowtofCf 
seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers; thinking it harder K 
our mistress to devise imposition enough , than for us to nndfl^ 
any difficulty imposed. This is the monstrosity in love, kdj,'' 
that the will is infinite, and the execution confined ; that the Mi 
is boundless , and the act a slave to limit. 

Cres, They say , all lovers swear more performance thai M 

are able, and yet reserve an ability that they never perform; Tiiii 

more than the pcrfeclioii bl v^\i^ v(A ^^^xsgLu^ kss tliai i* 

tenth part of one. Thc^ v\ial\i«:s^^'^^^\^^^V\sL^^^^\^>** 

hares , are they notmoiis\Atst ^ 
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- 7>o. Are there such? such are not ve. Praise us as we are 
tasted t allow us as we prove : our head shall go bare , till merit 
crown it. No perfection in reversion shall have a praise in present : 
we will not name desert, before his birth; and, being bom, his 
addition shall be humble. Few words to fair faith : Troilus shall 
be such to Cressid, as what envy can say worst, shall be a mock for 
his truth ; and what truth can speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 
Ore*. Will you walk in , my lord? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan, What! blushing still? have you not done talking yet? 

Cres. Well , uncle , what folly I commit , I dedicate to you. 

Pan, I thank you for that : if my lord get a boy of you, you '11 
give him me. Be true to my lord ; if he flinch , chide me for it. 

Tro. You know m>w your hostages ; your uncle's word , and 
my firm faith. 

Pan, Nay, I '11 give my word for her too. Our kindred, 
though they be long ere they are wooed, they are constant, being 
won : they are burs , I can tell you ; they '11 stick where they are 
thrown. 

Ores, Boldness comes to me now , and brings me heart. — 
(rince Troilus , I have lov'd you night and day 
for many weary months. 

IVo. Why was my Cressid , then , so hard to win? 

CreM. Hard to seem won ; but 1 wa$ won , my lord , 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon me , — 
If I confess much , you will play the tyrant. 
Hove you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it. — In faith , I lie : 
My thoughts were like unbridled children , grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : see , we fools ! 
Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us , 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves? — 
Bat, though I lov'd you well , I woo'd you not; 
kad yet , good faith , 1 wish'd myself a man , 
Or that we women had men *s priyile^e 
Of speaking GrsU Sweet, hid me hold my toB^e; 
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For, in this rapture , I shall surely speak 
The thiDg I shall repent. See , see ! your silence , 
Conning in dumbness , from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel. Stop my mouth. 

Tra. And shall , albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan, Pretty, i'faith. 

Cres, My lord , I do beseech you , pardon me ; 
T was not my purpose , thus to beg a kiss. 
I am asham'd .* — heavens ! what have I done? — 
For this time will I take my leave , my lord. 

Tro, Your leave , sweet Cressid? 

Pan* Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow morning, ^ 

Cres, Pray you, content you. 

TVo. What offends you , lady? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

TVo. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try. 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave , 
To be another's fool. I would be gone. — 
Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

TVo. Well know they what they speak, that speak so wiself 

Cres. Perchance , my lord , I show more craft than lov» , 
And fell so roundly to a large confession, 
To angle for your thoughts ; but you are wise , 
Or else you love not , for to be wise , and love , 
Exceeds man's might; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro, O! that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As , if it can , I will presume in you) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth , 
Outliving beauty's outward , with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays : 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to '^xi 
if/J^ib/ 2»c affronted with tliie mailc^i BXi^^^\^v> 
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)f 8Qch a winnow'd purity in love ; 
low were I then uplifted ! but , alas ! 
; am as true as truth's simplicity , 
ind simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres, In that I '11 war with you. 

7>o. O, virtuous fight t 

When right with right wars who shall be most right, 
true swains in love shall , in the world to come , 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes , 
Pull of protest , of oath , and big compare , 
Want similes , truth tir'd with iteration , — 
hs true as steel , as plantage to the moon , 
As sun to-day , as turtle to her mate , 
As iron to adamant , as earth to the centre-, 
Vet, after all comparisons of truth , 
As truth's authentic author to be cited , 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres, Prophet may you be I 

If I be false , or swerve a hair from truth , 
^Vhen time is old and hath forgot itself, 
"Wien waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy , 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up , 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
Xo dusty nothing ; yet let memory , 
^rom false to false , among false maids in love , 
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said — as false 
As air , as water , wind , or sandy earth , 
As fox to lamb , as wolf to heifer's calf, 
^ftrd to the hind , or stepdame to her son ; 
^ea, let them say, to stick the heart of fi^sehood , 
As£dseasCressid. 

Pan. Go. to, a bargain made; seal it, seal ft: I '11 be the 
'Witness. — Here I hold your hand; here, my eousin's. If ever 
^OQ prove false one to another, since I have taken sqlcVl'^^'q&v^ 
fcring you together, let all pitiM goers-beiweeii t^^ tikSVfc^ \ft>\ifc 
World's end alter my Dame, call them all — Paivdaisx \tX iSt ^wi?- 
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stant men be Troiluses , all false women Cressids, and all bn 
between Pandars ! say , amen* 

TVo. Amen. 

Cres, Amen. 

Pan, Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber; 
bed , because it shall not speak of your pretty encounters, p 
to death: away! 

And Cupid grant all tongued-tied maidens here , 

Bed , chamber , Pandar to provide this gear ! [Ei 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamkmnon, Ultsses, Diombdbs, Nestor, . 

Menelaus, ancf Calch as. 

Cal. Now , princes , for the service I have done you , 
Th* advantage of the time prompts me , aloud 
To call for Recompense. Appear it to your mind , 
That, through the sight I bear in things , to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy , left my possession , 
Incurred a traitor's name ; expos'd myself, 
From certain and possessed conveniences , 
To doubtful fortunes; sequestering from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition , 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here , to do you service , am become 
As new into the world , strange, unacquainted: 
I do beseech you , as in way of taste , 
To give me now a little benefit , 
Out of those many register'd in promise , 
Which , you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam, Whatwould'stthouofus, Trojan? makedema 
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
Festerday took : Tro^ Vio\d"a Yi\mN«rx ^^w . 
Ohhaiye you , (often \iaNft^o\i^OtaxifcaV^«WiVsti^ 
I>ts\r*d my Gressid in tif^V «t^^ cu^«a%^ > 
Whom Troy hath still denl^; \«Ai;tax^ tox^w . 
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I know , is such a wrest in their affairs , 
That their Degociations all must slack , 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood , a son of Priam , 
In change of him: let him be sent , great princes , 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done , 
In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him , 

And bring us Cressid hither : Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed , 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal , bring word , if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answered in his challenge. Ajax is ready. 

Dto. This shall I undertake ; and 't is a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas* 

Enter Achilles an^/PATROCLUs , b^ore their Tent. 

Ulyse, Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent : 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him , 
As if he were forgot ; and , princes all , 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him. 
I will come last : 't is like , he '11 question me , 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent , why turn'd on him ? 
If so , I have derision medicinable , 
To use between your strangeness and his pride , 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink. 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself , but pride; for supple knees 
Feed arrogapce , and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam, We '11 execute your purpose , and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along : — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully , which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

AchiL What ! comes the general to speak with me? 
Yon koow mj mind : 1 7/ fight no more 'gamsllw^^ * 
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Agam, What says Achilles? would he aught with ns? 

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the general? 

Achil. No. 

Nest, Nothing, my lord. 

Agam, The better. ^Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 

AchiL Good day, good day. 

Men, How do you? how do you? [^^rf^MENEiAUS. 

Achil, What! does the cuckold scorn me? 

Ajax, How now, Patroclus! 

Achil, Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax, Ha? 

Achil, Good morrow. 

Ajax, Ay, and^ood next day too. [Exiikjkz^ 

Achil, What mean these fellows? Know they not Achilles? 

Patr, They pass by strangely : they were us'd to bend , 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly , as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil, What! am I poor of late? 

'T is certain , greatness , once fallen out with fortune , 
Must fall out with men too : what the declined is , 
He shall as soon read in the eyes'of others, 
As feel in his own fall ; for men, like butterflies , 
Show not thoir mealy wings but to the summer. 
And not a man , for being simply man , 
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, and favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which, when they fall , as being slippery standers , 
The love that lean'd on them, as slippery too , 
Both one pluck down another , and together 
Die in the fall. But 't is not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends : I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess , 
Save these men's looks; who do , methinks , find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As tbey ha \e o Aen given . Hetft \s ViV^sse.?» \ 
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[ 11 interrupt his reading. — 
Sow now, Ulysses! 

Ulyu. Now, great Thetis' son ! 

AchiL What are you reading? 

Ulyis, A strange fellow here 

Writes me, that man — how dearly ever parted. 
How much in having , or without or in , 
Canhot make boast to have that which he hath , 
Nor feels not what he owes , bat by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them , and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AckU. This is not strange , Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here , in the face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
That most pure spirit of sense , behold itself, 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form : 
For speculation turns not to itself 
Till it hath travell'd , and is married there 
Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all . 

Ulyu, I do not strain at the position , 
It is familiar , but at the author's drift ; 
Who in his cirumstance expressly proves , 
That no man is the lord of any thing , 
Though in and of him there be much consisting. 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which , like an arch , reverberates 
The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun , receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, wh/r^ a mail is there! a very horse; 
IK '^'^ 
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That has he knows not what. Nature! what things there are, 

Most abject in regard , and dear in use : 

What things, again, most dear in the esteem , 

And poor in worth. Now, shall we see to-morrow, 

An act that Yery chance doth throw upon him , 

Ajax renowned. O heavens! what some men do* 

While some men leave to do. 

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 

How one man eats into another's pride , 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 

They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder. 

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast , 

And great Troy shrieking. 

Achil, I do believe it; for they pass'd by me , 
As misers do by beggars , neither gave to me , 
Good word, nor look. What! are my deeds forgot? 

Ulyss, Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion ; 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are devour'd 
As fast as they are made , forgot as soon 
As done. Perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion , like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow , 
Where one but goes abreast: keep, then, the path, 
For emulation hath a thousand sons , 
That one by one pursue : if you give way , 
Or edge aside from the direct forthright. 
Like to an enter'd tide , they all rush by , 
And leave you hindmost ; 
Or , like a gallant horse fallen in first rank , 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear , 
0*er-ruD and trampled ou. Thiiu , ^\v^\. VJae^ ^^ vw^-wskcS. ^ 

•5? 
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hough less than yours in past , mast o'ertop yours ; 

or time is like a fashionable host, 

"hat slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand , 

did with his arms out-stretch'd , as he would fly , 

irasps-in the comer : welcome ever smiles , 

Lnd farewell goes out sighing. Let not virtue seek 

lemuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit, 

ligfa birth, vigour of bone , desert in service , 

joyel friendship, charity are subjects all 

to envious and calumniating time. 

Doe touch of nature makes the whole world kin , — 

Ihatall, with one consent, praise new-born gawds , 

Ihough they are made and moulded of things past. 

And give to dust , that is a little gilt , 

Slore laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: 

Ihen, marvel not, thou great and complete man , 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye. 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee , 

And still it might , and yet it may again , 

If thou would'st not entomb thyself alive , 

And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

^ose glorious deeds , but in these fields of late, 

Kfade emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves, 

4od drove great Mars to faction. 

JcfuL Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss, But 'gainst your privacy 

Hie reasons are more potent and heroical. 
t is known, Achilles, that you are in love 
^ith one of Priam's daughters. 

Jchil. Ha! known? 

Ulyss, Is that a wonder? 
the providence that 's in a watchful state 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold , 
^inds bottom in th ' uncomprehensive deeps , 
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Keeps place with thought , and almost, like the gods, 

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 

Burst never meddle) in the soul of state , 

Which hath an operation more divine , 

Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to. 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours , as yours, my lord; 

And better would it fit Achilles much 

To throw down Hector , than Polyxena : 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus , now at home , 

When fame shall in our islands sound her trump , 

And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — 

*^ Great Hector's sister did Achilles win , 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him." 

Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak; 

The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. [Ez 

Pair, To this effect, AchUles, have I mov'd you. 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd , than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this : 
They think , my little stomach to the war , 
And your great love to me , restrains you thus. 
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold , 
And , like a dewnlrop from the lion's mane , 
Be shook to air. 

Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 

Pair, Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him. 

AchiL I see, my reputation is at stake ; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

Pair, O! then beware: 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves. 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints , 
Evea then , when we sit \d\^ Va \\l« %\»i. 
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Aehil, Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus. 
1 send the fool to Ajax , and desire him 
invite the Trojan lords , after the combat , 
see us here unarm'd. I have a woman's longing , 
I appetite that I am sick withal , 
• see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
talk with him, and to behold his visage , 
en to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

Enter Thersites. 

Tker, A wonder! 
AchiL What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field asking for himself. 
Achil. How so? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; and is so 
)phetica11y proud of an heroical cudgelling, that he raves in 
ing nothing. 

AcML How can that be? 

7%0r. Why , he stalks up and down like a peacock ; a stride, 
i a stand : ruminates , like an hostess , that hath no arithmetic 
ther brain to set down her reckoning: bites his lip with a politic 
;ard , as who should say — there were wit in this head , an 
rould out : and so there is ; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in 
lint, which will not show without knocking. The man 's undone 
ever ; for if Hector break not his neck i' the combat, he '11 break 
limself in vain-glory. He knows not me : I said, '*Good-mor- 
?, Ajax;" and he replies, ** Thanks, Agamemnon." What 
ok you of this man , that takes me for the general ? He 's grown 
ery land-fish , languageless , a monster. A plague of opinion ! 
lan may wear it on both sides , like a leather jerkin. 
Achil, Thou must be my ambassador to him , Thersites. 
Ther. Who, 1? why, he '11 answer nobody; he professes 
t answering : speaking is for beggars ; he wears his tongue in his 
us. I will put on his presence : let Patroclus make his demands 
ne , you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 
AchiL To him , Patroclus : tell him , — I humbly desire tha 
iant Ajai to Invite the most valorous Hecloi \a tom'^MXi'^t&ft.^N.^ 
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my tent ; and to procore safe conduct for his person of the magni 
mous, and most illustrious , six-or-seYen-times-honoored, ( 
tdn-general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Pair, Jove bless great Ajax. 

Tiier. Humph! 

Pair, I come from the worthy Achilles , -^ 

Ther. Ha ! 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you to iavite Hector tc 
tent. — 

Ther, Humph ! 

Patr, And to procure safe conduct from Agamemnon. 

Ther, Agamemnon? 

Pati\ Ay, my lord. 

Ther, Ha! 

Pair. What say you to 't? 

Ther, Godbewi'.you, with all my heart. 

Patr, Your answer, Sir. 

Ther, If to-morrow be a fair day , by eleven o'clock it wi 
one way or other : howsoever , he shall pay for me ere he has 

Pair, Your answer, Sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil, Why, but he is not in this tune , is he? 

Ther, No, but he 's out o' tune thus. What music will 1 
him when Hector has knocked out his brains, I know not; 
I am sure , none , unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to ii 
catlings on. 

Achil. Come , thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther, Let me bear another to his horse , for that 's the i 
capable creature. 

Achil, My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroc 

Ther, Would the fountain of your mind were clear agam , 
I might water an ass at it. I had rather be a tick in a sheep , 
such a valiant ignoraivce. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Troy. A Street. 

Enter, at onesided ^nbab, and Servant, with a Torch; at the 

other, Paris, Dkiphobus, Antekor, Diomedes, and Others, 

xoith Torches, 

Par^ See, ho! who is that there? 

Dei, It is the lord i£neas. 

j£ne. Is the prince there in person ? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long, 
As you , prince Paris , nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio, That 's my mind too. — Good morrow , lordi£neas. 

Par, AyaliantGreek, i£ncas, take his hand, 
Witness the process of your speech , wherein 
Ton told how Diomed , a whole week by days , 
Did haunt you in the field. 

jEne, Health to you, valiant Sir, 

Boring all question of the gentle truce ; 
Bot when I meet you arm*d , as black defiance , 
As heart can think , or courage execute. 

Vio, The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Oir bloods are now in calm , and so long health ; 
Bnt when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove , I *11 play the hunter for thy life , 
With all my force , pursuit, and policy. 

jEne, And thou shalt hunt a lion , that will fly 
With his face backward. — In humane gentleness , 
Welcome to Troy: now, byAnchises'life, 
Welcome, indeed. ByYenus'handlswear, 
No man alive can love , in such a sort , 
Ibe thing he means to kill , more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathize. — Jove, let i£neas live , 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory , 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But 9 in mine emuJous honour, let him die, 
WfiA ererr Joint a wound, and that to-morio^\ 
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jEne, We know each other well. 

Dio, We do ; and long to know each other worse. 

Par, This is the most despiteful gentle greeting , 
The noblest hateful loye , that e*er I heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early? 

jEne. I was sent for to the king; but why, Iknownoi 

Par, His purpose meets you. 'T was to bring this Gre 
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him , 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid. 
Let 's have your company ; or, if you please. 
Haste there before us. I constantly do think , 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night : 
Rouse him , and glYC him note of our approach , 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear, 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

yEne, That I assure you : 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece , 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par, There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord; we '11 follow you. 

jEne, Good morrow , all. 

Par, And tell me, noble Diomed; 'faith, tell me true 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship , — 
Who, in your thoughts , merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, orMenelaus? 

Dio, ift^ Both alike: 

He merits well to have her , that doth seek her 
Not making any scruple of her soilure , 
With such a hell of pain , and world of charge;. 
And you as well to keep her , that defend her 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, 
With such a costly loss of wealth and Mends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a fiat \xmxA ^vt^^\ 
Yoa, like a lecher y outofwlionsYiVAns 
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Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors : 

Bodi merits pois'd , each weighs nor less nor more ; 

Bat he as he , the heavier for a whore. 

Par. Ton are too bitter to yo ur countrywoman . 
Dio. She 's bitter to her country. Hear me , Paris : — 
l(or every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life hath sank; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight , 
A Trojan hath been slain. Since she could speak , 

She hath not given so many good words breath , 

As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death. 
Par, FairDiomed, you do as chapmen do , 

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy; 

But we in silence hold this virtue well , — 

"We '11 not commend what we intend to sell. 

Bere lies our way. [Exewtt, 

SCENE II. 
The Same. A Court before the House of Pandarus. 

Enter Troilus and Crbssida. 

jfVo. Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn is cold. 

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I '11 call mine uncle down ; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

TVo. Trouble him not; 

^obed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes , 
'^d give as soft attachment to thy senses , 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cre$, . Good morrow, then. 

Tro, Pr'ytheenow, to bed. 

Cres. Are you aweary of me ? 

7>*o. OCressida! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark , hath rous'd the ribald crows , 
^d dreaminginight will hide our joys no longer , 
I would not fW>m thee. 

Ores. Night hath been too btieC. 

7ha, Besbrew the witchl with venomous m^\iVs s\a sVk^ •» 
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As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of lore , 
With wings more momentarj-swift than thought. 
Ton wUl catch cold , and curse me. 

Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry.— 

Yon men wfll never tarry. 

foolish Cressid ! — I might have stiU held off, 

And, then, yon would hare tarried. Hark! there 's one up. 
Pan, IfFithm.] What! are all the doors open here? 
Tro. It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres, A pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking : 

1 shall have such a life. — 

Pan, How now , how now ! how go maidenheads? — 
Here , you maid ; where 's my cousin Cressid? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle ! 
You bring me to do , — and then you flout me too. 

Pan, To do what? to do what? — let her say what: — 
haye I brought you to do ? 

Cres, Come, come ; bcshrew your heart ! you 11 ne'er be § 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poor capoccbio 
hast not slept to*mght? would he not, a naughty man, 1 
sleep ? a bu^ear take him ! [Knoeh 

Cres, Did not I tell you? — 'would he were knock'dc 

head ! — 
Who 's that at door? good uncle , go and see. — 
My lord , come you again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Tro, Ha, ha! 

Cres. Come, you are deceiv'd ; I think ofno such thing. 

[Knocl 
How earnestly they knock. — Pray you , come in : 
1 would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

Pan. [Going to the door.'\ ^Wvo'^ vVwl ^>asiV^S58»RX 
Tmiyon Jbeat down ttie daot*t TIoki uq^^ ^V^V^SJa^^^v 
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Enter JEhkas. 
e. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 
. Who's there, my lord ^Eneas ! By my troth, 
you not : what news with you so early? 

0. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

1. Here! what should he do here? 

e. Come, he is here, my lord; do not deny him: it doth 
him much to speak with me. 

u Is he here, say you? 't is more than I know, I '11 be 
— for my own part, I came in late. What should he do 

0, Who! — nay, then: — come, come, you '11 do him 
;re y' are 'ware. You '11 be so true to him , to be false to 
Do not you know of him , but yet go fetch him hither : go. 

Enter Troilus. 

. How now I what 's the matter? 

(0. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you , 

Iter is so rash. There is at hand 

Dur brother , and Deiphobus , ' 

ecian Diomed , and our Antenor 

'dtous; and for him, forthwith, 

i first sacrifice , within this hour , 

ist give up to Dlomedes' hand 

ly Cressida. 

». Is it so concluded? 

le. By Priam, and the general state of Troy: 

re at hand , and ready to efiect it. 

K How my achievements mock me ! 

meet them: — and, my lord iEoeas , 

it by chance ; you did not find me here. 

10. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of nature 

ot more gift in taciturnity. 

{Exeunt Troilus and i^MBAs. 
n. Is 't possible? no sooner got, but lost? The devil take 
)r ! the young prince will go mad. A plague upon Aatenot I 
d , thej had broke 's neck * 
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Enter Crbssida. 

Ores. How now! What is the matter? Who was here? 

Pan. Ah! ah! 

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where 's my lord? gone! 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as I am ahove ! 

Cres. O the gods ! — what 's the matter? 

Pan. Pr'ythee , get thee in. Would thou hadst ne'er beeo 
born ! I knew, thou wouldst be his death. — O poor gentlemaD !— 
A plague upon Antenor ! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I beseech 
you, what 's the matter? 

Pan* Thou must be gone , wench ; thou must be gone : thoa 
art changed for Antenor. Thou must to thy father, and be gone 
from Troilus : 't will be his death; 't will be his bane ; he cannot 
bear it. 

Cres. O, you immortal gods ! — Iwillnotgow 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of consanguinity; 
No kin, no love , no blood , no soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus. — O you gods divine ! 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood, 
If ever she leave Troilus! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes yoii can , 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth , 
Drawing all things to it. — I '11 go in , and weep. — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres. Tear my bright hair , and scratch my praised cheeks ; 

Crack my clear voice with sobs , and break my heart 

With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

lExeunt. 



^^\ 
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SCENE III. 
The Same. Before Pandarus' House. 
Enter VAEiSf Troilus, iEMBAs, Beiphobus, Antbnor, and 

BlOMEDES. 

Par. It is great moraiDg , and the hour prefixed 
Of her delivery to this yaliant Greek 
Comes fiist upon. — Good my brother Troilus , 
Ten you the lady what she is to do , 
And haste her to the purpose. 

1^0. Walk into her house ; 

I '11 bring her to the Grecian presently ; 
And to his hand when I deliver her , 
Ihink it an altar , and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit, 

Par, I know what 't is to love ; 
And would, as I shall pity , I could help ! — 
mease you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
The Same. A Room inPANDARUs' House. 

Enter Pandarus and Crbssida. 

Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres, Why tell you mc of moderation ? 
Ilie grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste. 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : how can I moderate it? 
If! could temporize with my affection , 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate , 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross , 
No more my grief , in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troijlus. 

Pan, Here , here , here he comes. — A 9weet duckl 

Cr^ss O Troilus! Troilus I ^ Embracing Um, 
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Pan, Wbat a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me embrace too 
heart, — as the goodly saying is , — 

heart, heavy heart. 

Why sigKst thou without breaking^ 
where he answers again, 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart , 
By friendship nor by speaking. 
There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away nothing , for we 
may live to have need of such a verse : we see it, we see it. — How 
now, lambs! 

Tro, Cressid , I love thee in so strain'd a purity , 
That the bless'd gods — as angry with my fancy , 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities , — take thee from me. 

Cres. Have the gods envy? 

Pan. Ay , ay , ay , ay : 't is too plain a case. 

Cres, And is it true, that I must go from Troy? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cres, What! and from Troilus too? 

Tro. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cres, Is it possible? 

Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance \ 

Puts back leave-taking , justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Ofallrejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures , strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other , must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time , now, with a robber's haste , 
Crams his rich thievery up , he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven , 
With distinct breath and consigned kisses to them , 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss , 
Distasting with the salt o{Y>to\LeTiX.^^T&. 
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?. [fFtthin.1 My lord! is the lady ready? 

Hark ! you are call'd : some say , the Genius so 
" Come ! " to him that instantly must die. 
n have patience ; she shall come anon. 
. Where are my tears? rain , to lay this wind or my heart 
>lown up by the root ! lExit Pandarus. 

. I must then to the Grecians ? 

No remedy. 
. A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! 
hall we see again? 

Hear me , my love. Be thou but true of heart — 
. I true ? how now ! what wicked deem is this? 
. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
parting from us : 

not, '*be thou true," as fearing thee ; 
U throw my glove to death himself, 
ire 's no maculation in thy heart ; 
be thou true ," say I , to fashion in 
lent protestation. Be thou true , 
ill see thee. 

. ! you shall be exposed , my lord , to dangers 
ite as imminent : but I '11 be true. 

And I '11 grow friend with danger. Wear this sleeve. 
. And you this glove. When shall I see you? 

I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels , 
the nightly visitation. 
, be true. 

O heavens ! — be true , again? 

Hear why I speak it , love, 
clan youths are full of quality; 
ving well composed with gift of nature , 
and swelling o'er with arts and exercise : 
velties may move , and parts with person , 
kind of godly jealousy 
, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin) 
le afraid. 

Obearens] you love me ixoU 

^^1 
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. Tro, Die I a Yillain , then! 
lo this I do not call your faith in question , 
So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing , 
Nor heel the high lavolt , nor sweeten talk, . 
Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all , 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell , that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil , 
That tempts most cunningly. But be not tempted. 

Cres, Do you think, I will? 

Tro. No; 
But something may be done , that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers , 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

jEne, [fFithin,'] Nay, good my lord, — 

Tro, Come, kiss; and let ns pi 

Par. [fFithin.] Brother Troilus ! 

TVo. Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring iEneas , and the Grecian , with you. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault: 
Whiles others fish with craft for great opinion , 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns , 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth : the moral of my, wit 
Is plain , and true , •— there 's all the reach of it. 

Enter JEiiiEjLS J Paris, Antbnor, Dbiphobus, and 

DiOMBDES. 

Welcome, SirDiomed. Here is the lady. 

Which for An tenor we deliver you : 

At the port , lord , I '11 give her to thy hand , 

And by the way possess lYift'wVial^Yi^x^. 
Entreat her fair ; and , b^ m^ so\\V , ^wc ^\^^, 
If e'er thou stand at merc^ otiu^ ?wot^. 
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ae Cressid , and thy life shall be as safe , 

Priam is in Uioo. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid , 

please you » save the thanks this prince expects : 

I lustre in your eye , heaven in your cheek , 

ads your fair usage ; and to Biomed 

I shall be mistress , and command him wholly. 

Tro, Grecian ^ thou dost not use me courteously , 

shame the seal of my petition to thee , 

)raisingher. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

! is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises , 

thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 

large thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 

, by the dreadful Pluto , if thou dost not , 

)ugh the great biilk Achilles be thy guard, 

cut thy throat. 

Dio, O ! be not mov'd , prince Troilus. 

me be privileged by my place , and message, 

be a speaker free : when I am hence , 

answer to my lust; and know you, lord, 

nothing do on charge. To her own worth 

shall be priz'd ; but that you say — b'e 't so , 

speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 

TVo. Come, to the port. — I '11 tell thee , Diomed, 

s brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 

y, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 

)ur own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[ExetrntlRoiLvs^ Crbssida, ant/ Biomed. 

[jyumpet sounded. 
Par, Hark! Hector's trumpet. 

/Ene, How have we spent this morning ! 

prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
t swore to ride before him to the field. 
Par, 'T is Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field with him. 
Dei, Let us make ready straight. 
^ne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 
us address to tend on Hector's heels. 

^^ . 
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The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

Oa his fair worth, and single chivalry. [Eacmmi, 

SCENE V. 

The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achillbs, Patbocius, 
* Mknblaus, Ultsses, Nestob, and others, 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair , 
Anticipating time. With starting courage 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy , 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
Hay pierce the head of the great combatant , 
And hale him hither. 

4jax. Thou, trumpet, there 's my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs ; and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow , villain , till thy sphered bias cheek 
Outnswell the colic of puff'd Aquilon. 
Come , stretch thy chest , and let thy eyes spout blood ; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet seunit' 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

Achil, *H is but early days. 

Agam. Is not yond' Biomed with Calchas' daughter? 

Ulyss. 'TIS he, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Biomed , with Crbssida. 

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid? 

Dio, Even she. 

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks , sweet lady. 

Nest, Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulyss, Yet is the kindness but particular ; 
'T were better she were kiss'd in general. 

Nest, And very courtly counsel : I '11 begin. — 
So much for Nestor. 
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AchiL I '11 take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 

tilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Patr. But that 's no argument for kissing now : 

thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment, 

1 parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyss, O! deadly gall, and theme of all our scoras, 

which we lose our heads , to gild his horns. 

Patr. The first was Menelaus' kiss ; — this, mine: 

roclus kisses you. 

Men. 01 this is trim. 

Patr. Paris, and I, kiss eyermore for him. 

Men, I '11 have my kiss , Sir. — Lady, hy your leave. 

Cres. In kissing do you render or receive ? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cres. I '11 make my match to live. 

kiss you take is better than you give ; 

refore no kiss. 

Men. I '11 give you boot; I '11 give you three for one. 

Cres. You 're an odd man : give even, or give none. 

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd. 

Cres. f(o, Paris is not; for, you know, 'tis true, 

it you are odd , and he is even with you. 

Men., You fillip me o' the head. 

Cres. No, I '11 be sworn. 

Vlyss. It were no match , your nail against his bora. — 

rl, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Cres. You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. "Why, beg then. 

Ulyss. Why then, for Venus' sake , give me a kiss, 

en Helen is a maid again , and his. 

Cres. I am your debtor; claim it when 't is due^ 

Ulyss. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio. Lady , a word : — I 'U bring you to your father. 

[BioMED leads out CK^s%iiiJL. 
Nest. A woman ot quick sense. 
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Ulyss, Fie, fie upon her! 

There 's language in her eye , her cheek, her lip. 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
O ! these encounterers , so glib of tongae , 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every tickling reader , set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 
And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within. 

Ml, The Trojans' trumpet. 

Agam, Yonder comes the troop. 

^rafer Hector, armed; ^Enbas, Troilus, and other Trqjam^ 

with Attendants, 

jEne, Hail, all you state of Greece! what shall be done 
To him that victory commands? Or do you purpose , 
'A victor shall be known? will you ^ the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ^ 
Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it? 

JEne. He cares not: he 'U obey conditions. 

AchiL T is done like Hector; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

JEne, If not Achilles, Sir, 

What is your name? 

Achil, If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEne, Therefore Achilles; but, whatever, know this: — 
In the extremity oT great and little, 
^ Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infinite as all , 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well , 
And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 
TbisAjai is half made of Ueclor's Uood\ 
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e wkereof half Hector stays at home ; 
leart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
ilended knight 9 half Trojan, and half Greek. 
ihiL A maiden hattle, then? — O! I perceive you. 

Re-enter Biomed. 

fam. Here is Sir Diomed. — Go, gentle knight, 

hy our Ajax : as you and lord i£neas 

nt upon the order of their fight , 

it ; either to the uttermost , 

e a breath : the combatants being kin , 

Lints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lUti, 
yss. They are oppos'd already, 
ram. What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy? 
yss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
t mature, yet matchless ; firmofvord, 
Ing in deeds , and deedless in his tongue ; 
on provok'd , nor being provok'd soon calm'd : 
art and hand both open , and both free ; 
lathehas, he gives, what thinks, he shows; 
^es he not till judgment guide his bounty , 
gnifies an impair thought with breath, 
as Hector , but more dangerous ; 
3ctor, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
der objects; but he, in heat of action, 
'e vindicative than jealous love. 
;all him Troilus ; and on him erect 
nd hope , as fairly built as Hector, 
lays i£neas ; one that knows the youth , 
his inches , and with private soul 
great Ilion thus translate him to me. ^ 

[j^Iarum, Hector and As ax fight, 
am. They are in action. 
st-. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 
0. Hector, thou sleep'st : 

thee! 
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Agam, His blows are veil disposed : — there, Ajax! 

Dio» You must do more. [Trumpets cean 

Mne, Princes, enough, so please joa. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet : let us fight again. 

Dio, As 'Hector pleases. 

Hect, Why then, will I no more. ~ 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation Hwixt us twain. 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so ,' 
That thou could'st say — ** This hand is Grecian all , 
And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek , and this all Troy ; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek , and this sinister 
Bounds in my father's ; " by Jove multipotent , 
Thou should'st not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud. But the just gods gainsay , 
That any drop thou borrow 'dst from thy mother. 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee , Ajax. — 
By him that thunders , thou hast lusty arms. 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin , all honour to thee ! 

Ajax* I thank thee. Hector: 

Thou art too gentle , and too free a man. 
I came to kill thee , cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect, Not Neoptolemus so mirable 
On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st Oye% 
Cries , ** This^ he ! " could promise to himself 
A thought of aoded honour torn from Hector. 

Mne. There is expectance here from both the sides , 
What farther you will do. 

Hect. We '11 answer it ; 

The issue is embracement. — K\d\ , ^w«^<bU. 
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4jax. If I might ia entreaties find success , 
As seld I have the chance , I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio, 'T is Agamemnon's wish ; and great Achilles 
Both long to see unarmed the valiant Hector. 

Hect, iEneas , call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part : 
Desire them home. — Give me thy hand , my cousin ; 
r will go eat with thee , and see your knights. 

jijax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

HecU The wdrthiest of them tell me , name by name; 
lut for Achilles , mine own searching eyes 
(hall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy. 
lut that 's no welcome : understand more clear , 
^liat 's past , and what 's to come , is strew 'd with husks 
^nd. formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment , faith and troth , 
^train'd purely from all hollow bia&-drawing , 
lids thee , with most divine integrity , 
B*rom heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect» I thank thee , most imperious Agamemnon. 

Agam. My well-fam'dlordofTroy, no less to you. 

[To Troilus. 

Men, Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting : 
ITou brace of warlike brothers , welcome hither. 

Hect. Whom must we answer? 

AEne. The noble Menelaus. 

HecU OX you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet , thanks. 
EMock not , that I affect th' untraded oath : 
iTonr quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove ; 
She 's well, but bade me not commend her to yon. 

Men. Name her not now, Sir; she 's a deadly theme. 

Hect, O! pardon; I offend.. 

7^//. I bare, ^liou gallant Trojan , seeiili)ki^^Q>S\.^ 
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Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 

Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I haye seen thee , 

As hot as Perseus , spur thy Phrygian steed , 

Despising many forfeits and subduements , 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' th' air , 

Not letting it decline on the declined ; 

That I have said unto my standers-by , 

'*Lo! Jupiter is yonder, dealing life." 

And I have seen thee pause , and take thy breath , 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in , 

Like an Olympian wrestling: this bare I seen ; 

But this thy countenance , still lock'd in steel , 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire , 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 

But, by great Mars the captain of us all. 

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

jEne. 'T is the old Nestor. 

ffecL Let me embrace thee , good old chronicle , 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time. 
Most reverend Nestor , I am glad to clasp thee. 

Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in contention , 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

HecL I would they could. 

Nest. Ha! By this white beard, I *d Cght with thee to- 
morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome! I have seen the time — 

Ulyss, 1 wonder now how yonder city stands « 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect, I know your Sivour , lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, Sir! there 's many a Greek and Trojan dead , 
Since first I siaw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion , on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss. Sir , I foretold you then what would ensue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls , that pcrt\y ttoiA'^ouT Uswsi , 
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wers , whose wanton tops do buss the doads , 
>s their own feet. 

I must not believe you. 
ey stand yet ; and modestly I think » 
of every Phrygian stone will cost 
f Grecian blood : the end crowns all ; 
old common arbitrator , time , 
I day end it. 

r. So to him we leave it. 

itle, and most valiant Hector, welcome. 
) general , I beseech you next 
with me , and see me at my tent. 
I, I shall forestall thee , lord Ulysses , thou. — 
ector , I have fed mine eyes on thee : 
ith exact view perus'd thee » Hector, 
ted joint by joint. 

Is this AchUles? 
/• I am Achilles. 

. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
/. Behold thy fill. 

f(ay, I have done already. 
L Thou art too brief : I will the second time, 
dd buy thee , view thee limb by limb. 
. O I like a book of sport thou 'It read me o'er ; 
e 's more in me than thou understand'st. 
it thou so oppress me with thine eye? 
I. Tell me , you heavens , in which part of his body 
estroyhim^ whether there, there, or there? 
ay give the local wound a name , 
LC distinct the very breach , whereout 
great spirit flew. Answer me , heavens ! 
. It would discredit the bless'd gods , proud man , 
iv such a question* Stand again : 
thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
inominate in nice conjecture, 
lou wilt hit me dead? 






I tell thee , ^e^. 



•5»-W 
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Heet. Wert thoa an oracle to tell me so , 
I 'd not beliere thee. Henceforth guard thee well , 
For 1 11 not kill thee there , nor there, nor there; 
Bat , by the forge that stithied Mars his helm , 
I '11 kill thee erery where , yea , o'er and o'er. — 
Ton, wisest Crrecians , pardon me this brag: 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
Bat 1 11 endeavour deeds to match these words , 
Or may I never — 

JIfax, Do not chafe thee , cousin: — 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone , 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you lo't: 
Tou may have every day enough of Hector, 
Ifyou have stomach. The general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be old with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 
We have had pelting wars , since you refus'd 
The Grecians' cause. 

j4chil. Dost thou entreat me , Hector? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night, all friends. 

Hect. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam, First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we : afterwards , 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together , severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud the tabourines , let the trumpets blow , 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt all but Troilus onef Ultssbs 

Tro, My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you. 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus' tent , most princely Troilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven , nor earth. 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

2ho, Shall I, sweet \otd, \i^\iWHAVQ^wsL^xsssjj3QL, 
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After we part from Agamemnon's tent , 
To bring me thither? 

Ulyss. Ton shall command me , Sir. 

As gentle tell me , of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro, O, Sir! to such as boasting show their scars , 
A mock is due. Will you walk on , my lord? 
Shewasbeloy'd, shelov'd; she is, and doth: 
Bat still sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' Tent. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

j4chiL 1 11 heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night , 
^Hiich with my scimitar 1 '11 cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus , let us feast him to the height. 

Patr, Here comes Thersites. 

J^n^erTHERSITES. 

AchiL How now , thou cur of envy ! 

f hou crusty batch of nature , what 's the news? 

Ther, Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and idol of 
^diot-worshippers, here 's a letter for thee. 

AishiU From whence, fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. ,, 

Patr, Who keeps the tent now? 

Ther, The surgeon's box , or the patient's wound. 

Patr» Well said, adversity! and what need these tricks? 

Ther* Pr'ythee be silent , boy ; I profit not by thy talk : thou 
^it thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! what's that? 

Tker, Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten diseases 
of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o' 
^yel i' the back, lethargies , cold palsies , i«;w ^'^^<i ^^^ 
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rotten livers, vheezing lungs, bladders full of fmposthnme, 
sciaticas, lime-kilns i' the palm, incurable bone-ache, and tbe 
rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take and take again such prepos- 
terous discoveries ! 

Pair. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thoa, whatmein- 
est thou to curse thus? 

Ther. Do I curse thee? 

Pair. Why no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson indis- 
tinguishable cur, no. 

Ther. No? ivhy art thou then exasperate, thou idle immaterial 
skein of sleave silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thoa 
tassel of a prodigal's purse , thou? Ah ! how the poor world is 
pestered with such water-flies , diminutives of nature ! 

Pair. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch egg! 

Jchil. My sweet Patroclus , I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter , my fair lov» ; 
Both taxing me , and 'gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall Greeks, fail fame, honour, or go, or stay, 
My major vow lies here ; this I '11 obey. — 
Come , come , Thersites , help to trim my tent; 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. — 
Away , Patroclus. [Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus* 

Ther. With too much blood , and too little brain , these two 
may run mad; but if with too much brain, and too little bloodt 
they do , I '11 be a curer of madmen. Here 's Agamemnon , — ' ^ 
honest fellow enough, and one that loves quails ; but he has not so 
much brain as ear-wax : and the goodly transformation of Jnpi^ 
there , his brother , the bull , — the primitive statue , and obfi(ia<' 
memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty shoeing-hom in a chain , hangioB 
at his brother's leg , — to what form , but that he is , should wit 
larded with malice , and malice forced with wit, turn him to? To 
an ass, were nothing: he is both ass and ox: to an ox were to- 
tbiDg; he is both ox and ass. To \ift «i ^^%^ ^m\iSft^^^\^^^!&jAjM«> 



nUHLUB AHD CRESSIDA. SS 

itoad, aliiaid, an owl, t pottock, or t kerriiig vithovt t roe, 
iWooMiiolcaie; b^ to be Menekns, — I would conspire against 
kstiBj. Ask me not what I woold be, if I were not Tbersites, 
for I care not to be the loose of a lazar, so I were not If endaos. — 
Bej^^y! ^iritsandfires! 

£nler Hbctok, Tkoilub, Ajax, Agamkmhom, Ultssbs, 
Nsarolt, Mkhklaps, AufDiomDCs, wiikiAgkU. 

Agwsu We go wrong; we go wrong. 
4fCfr. No, yonder 'tis; 

tbere, where we see the li^^ts. 
Eeet. I trouble joo. 

Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Ulyu. Here comes himsdf to guide you. 

EnUr Achilles. 

Aehil. Welcome, brare Hector: welcome, princes all. 

Agam» So now, fair prince of Tkt>y, I bid good night, 
jax commands the gnardto tend on you. 

Heet. Thanks , and good night , to the Greeks' general. 

Men. Goodnight, my lord. 

HeeU Goodnight, sweet lord Henelaus. 

Ther, Sweet draught: sweet, quoth 'a! sweet sink, sweet 
Jwer. 

AchU. Good night , and welcome , both at once to those 
bat go, or tarry. 

Agam, Good night. [Exeunt Agambmnoh and Mbnblaus. 

AekU. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too , Diomed , 
eep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; I have important business, 
tie tide whereof is now. — Good night , great Hector. 

Hect. Give me your hand. 

Ulyss. Follow his torch , he goes 

}Calchas'tent: 1 11 keep you company. [Aside to Troilvs, 

Tro. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

Beet, And so ^^d f»%\it. 

[ExitDiouED ; Ultsses andTiiowo^ JoUwdnsm^. 

•5»\ 
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AekiL Come, come; enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles , Hector , Ajax , and Nestor. 

Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogfue, a most un- 
just knave : I will no more trust him when he leers, than I will a 
serpent when he hisses. He will spend his mouth , and promise, 
like Brabler the hound; but when he performs, astronomers 
foretelit: it is prodigious , there will come some change*: thesurk 
borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I wiLL 
rather leave to see Hector, than not to dog him: they say, h^ 
keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent. 1 11 after. 
— Nothing but lechery! all incontinent varlets! \Exi^^ 

SCENE II. 

The Same. Before Calchas' Tent. 

Enter Diomeubs. 

Dio, What are you up here, ho? speak. 

Cal. [Within.] Who calls? 

lho» Diomed. — Calches, I think. — > Where 's your daughte k*? 

Cal. IfFithm.'] She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ultssbs , at a distance; qfter them 

TflERSITES. 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 
7>o. Cressid comes forth to him. 
Dio. How now , my charge ! 

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian. — Hark! a word with you ^ 

[fFkUper^' 
Ii*d. Tea, so familiar! 
Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 
I%er. And any man may sing her, if he can take her difT; 
she 's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 
Cres. Remember? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; and let your mind be coupled with 
foar words. 

•SSI. 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 85 

Jh>. What shoald she remember ? 

Ulyss, List. 

Cres, Sveet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

I%er, Roguery! 

Dio, Nay, then, — 

Ores. I '11 tell you what — 

IHo. Pho! pho! come tell, a pin: you are forsworn. — 

Ores. In faitii , I cannot. What would yon have me do? 

Ther, A juggling trick , — to be secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on me ? 

Ores, Ipr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath; 
Bid me do any thing but that , sweet Greek. 

Dio, Good night. 

Tro, Hold, patience! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan? 

Cres. Diomed,^ 

Dio, No , no ; good night : I '11 be your fool no more. 

TVo. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark! one word in your ear. 

Tro, O, plague and madness ! 

Ulyss. You are mov'd , prince : let us depart , I pray you, 
lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms. This place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly: I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you! 

Ulyss. Nay , good my lord , go off: 

Yon flow to great distraction; come, my lord. 

JVo. Ipr'ythee, stay. 

Ulyss. You have not patience ; come. 

TVo. I pray you, stay. By hell, and all hell's torments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dto. And so, goodnight. 

Cres. Nay , but you part in anger. 

Tro. Both that grieve thee ? 

0, withered truth! 

^/A Wby, how now t lord! 
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Tro. By Jove, 

I will be patient. 

Cre$m Goardiao ! — why , Greek ! 

Dio, Pho , pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Cres. Id faith, I do not: come hither once again. 

Ulyss. You shake , my lord, at something : will yon go? 
You will break out. 

Tro, She strokes his cheek ! 

Uly$s. Come, come. 

Tro, Nay , stay : by Jove , I will not speak a word. 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury , with his fat nunp and potatoe 
finger, tickles these together ! Fry, lechery, fry! 

Dio, But will you then? 

Cres, In faith , I will , la : never trust me else. 

Dio, Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres, I '11 fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro, Fear me not, sweet lord; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel : I am all patience. 

Re-enter Crbssida. 

Ther, Now the pledge ! now, now, now I 

Cres, Here , Diomed , keep this sleeve. 

Tro, beauty! where is thy faith? 

Ulyss, My lord , — 

Tro, I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Cres, You look upon that sleeve; behold it well. — 
He loved me — false wench ! — Give 't me again. 

Dio. Whose was 't? 

Cres, It is no matter , now I have 't again : 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night. 
I pr*ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens. — Well said, whetstone. 

I^io. /shaii have it. 
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Ores. What, this? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres, O , all you gods ! — pretty, pretty pledge! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee , and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove , 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 
As I kiss thee. — Nay , do not snatch it from me ; 
He that takes that doth take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before ; this follows it. 

Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it , Diomed ; 'faith you shall not : 
I '11 give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this. Whose was it? 

Cres. 'T is no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. *T was one's that loved me better than you will. 

But, now you have it , take it. 

Dio. Whose was it? 

Cres. By all Diana's waiting-women yond', 
^d by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio, To-morrow will I wear it on my helm , 
^nd grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn , 
t' should be challenged. 

Cres. Well , well , 't is done , 't is past ; — and yet it is not : 
• ^nll not keep my word. 

Dio, Why then , farewell. 

K^bou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres, You shall not go. — One cannot speak a word , 
^ut it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther, Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, pleases 
He best. 

Dio, What! shall I come? the hour? 

Cres, Ay , come : — O Jove ! — 

bo come : — I shall be plagu'd. 

I>to. FareweW l\\\ V\iftii. 
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Cres, Goodnight: Ipr'ythee, come. — [ExifbiousDi 
Troilus, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee , 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah, poor oar sex! this fault in us I find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind. 
What error leads, must err: 0! then conclude , 
Minds, sway'dbyeyes, are full of turpitude. \ExitCKamk, 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish more , 
Unless she said , ** my mind is now tum'd whore." 

Ulyss. All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulys$, "Why stay we theo? 

Tro, To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how these two did co-act. 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth? ' 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart , 
An esperance so obstinately strong , 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptions functions , 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here? 

Ulyss, I cannot conjure , Trojan. 

Tro, She was not, sure. 

Vlyts* Most sure she was. 

Tro, Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

Ulyss, Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here but now. 

Tro, Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think we had mothers : do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics — apt , without a theme , 
For depravation , — to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

IJlyss, What hath she done , prince , that can soil our mo- 
thers? 

Tro, Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther, Will he swagger VvVoiseU wvV. ^iti *%, ^^v^ e^es ? 
j^yo. This she? no; t\i\s\s\iVom^^*?»Cx^'5&\^. 
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(fbeaatyhaveasoal, this is not she : 

If souls guide vows , if vows be sanctimouy , 

If sanctimony be the gods' delight, 

If there be rule in unity itself, 

This is not she. madness of discourse , 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 

l^thout perdition , and loss assume all reason 

^Tithout revolt : this is, and is not, Cressid! 

EVithin my soul there doth conduce a fight 

)f this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 

>ivides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

Lnd yet the spacious breadth of this division 

Ldmits no orifice for a point , as subtle 

iLS Arachne's broken woof, to enter. 

nstance, O instance! strong as Pluto's gates; 

llressid is mine , tied with the bonds of heaven : 

nstance, instance! strong as heaven itself ; 

Clie bonds of heaven are slipp'd , dissolved , and loos'd ; 

^d with another knot , five-finger-tied , 

Hie fractions of her faith , orts of her love » 

rhe fragments , scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques 

^f her o'er-eaten faith , are given to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
^ith that which here his passion doth express ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged well 
XX characters as red as Mars his heart 
^nflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
^ith so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
9[ark , Greek : — as much as I do Cressid love , 
^0 much by weight hate I her Diomed. 
that sleeve is mine , that he '11 bear on his helm : 
SVere it a casque composed by Vulcan's skill , 
tfy sword should bite it. Not the dreadful spout , 
(Vhich shipmen do the hurricano call , 
^onstring'd in mass by the almighty sun , 
ball dizzy with more clamour Neptune's eat 

^1 
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In his descent , than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Siomed. 

Ther, He '11 tickle it for his concapy. 

Tro. OCressid! O false Cressid ! false, false, false! 
Let all mitruths stand by thy stained name , 
And they '11 seem glorious. 

Ulyss, 0! contain yourself ; 

Tour passion draws ears hither. 

Enter iEsKAS. 

^ne, I have been seeking you this hour, my lord. 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy : 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro, Have with you, prince. — My courteous lord, adieu. — 
Farewell , revolted fair ! — and , Diomed , 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss. I '11 bring you to the gates. 

Tro, Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Tkoum^, iENBAS, an£2ULTSSB8> 

Ther. [Coming forward."] Would , I could meet that rogac 
Diomed. I would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of this whore: 
the parrot will not do more for an almond , than he for a commo- 
dious drab. Lechery, lechery; still, wars and lechery : nothing 
else holds fashion. A burning devil take them ! [JM' 

SCENE IIL 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 

J^n/er Hector ant/ Andromache. 
And. When was my lord so much ungently temper'd , 
To stop his ears against ^admonishment? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect. You train me to offend you ; get you in: 
By all the everlasting gods , I '11 go. 

And, My dreams will , sure, prove ominous to the day. 
^ect. ^omore, I say. 
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Enter Cassandra. 

Cos. Where is my brother Hector? 

And. Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent, 
oosort with me in loud and dear petition : 
irsue we him on knees ; for I have dream*d 
r bloody turbulence , and this whole night 
ath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cos. O! 'tis true. 

Hect» Ho! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Cos, No notes of sally, for the heavens , sweet brother. 

Hect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard me swear. 

Cos. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows : 
ley are polluted offerings , more abhorred 
lan spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

j4nd. 0! be persuaded: do not count it holy 
> hurt by being j ust : it is as lawful , 
>r us to give much count to violent thefts , 
Qd rob In the behalf of charity. 

Cos. It is the purpose that makes strong the vow ; 
It vows to every purpose must not hold, 
aarm, sweet Hector. 

Heet, Hold you still , I say; 

ine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Ife every man holds dear; but the dear man 
olds honour far more precious-dear than life. — 

Enter Troiius. 

Dwnow, young man! mean'st thou to fight to-day? 

And. Cassandra , call my father to persuade. 

[Eadt Cassandra. 

Hect. No, 'fSsiith, young Troiius; doff thy harness , youth; 
im to-day i' the vein of chivalry. 
it grow thy sinews till their knots be strong , 
id tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
larmthee, go; and doubt thou not, brave bo^, 
U stand, to-day, fortbee, and me, andlro^. 
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Tro. Brother, you have a rice of mercy in yoa, 
Which better fits a lioo thao a man. 

Hect. What yice is that , goodTroilas? chide me foi 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword , 
You bid them rise , and live. 

HBct. 01 't is fair play. 

Tro. Fool's play, by heaven, 1 

Hect. How now! how now! 

Tro. For the love of all the 

Let 's leave the hermit pity with our mothers , 
And when we have our armours buckled on , 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work , rein them from ruth. 

Hect, Fie, savage, fie! 

Tro. Hector, then 't is wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees , 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn , 
Oppos'd to hinder me , should stop my way , 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra , with Priam. 

Cos. Lay hold upon him , Priam, hold him fast: 
He is thy crutch ; now, ifthou lose thy stay. 
Thou on him leaning , and all Troy on thee , 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come; go back. 

Thy wife hath dream'd , thy mother hath had visions , 
Cassandr^L doth foresee ; aud I m^s^lC 
Am like a prophet suddenly eax^v^ > 
To tell tbee that this da^f is om\tio\i?»-. 
Therefore, comeback. 
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t iEneas is a-field ; 

lo stand engag'd to many Greeks, 
the faith of valour, to appear 
)rmng to them. 

Ay, but thou shalt not go. 
L I must not break my faith, 
ow me dutiful; therefore, dear Sir, 
not shame respect , but give me leave 
that course by your consent and voice , 
you do here forbid me , royal Priam.. 
. Priam! yield not to him. 
U Do not, dear father. 

^t. Andromache, I am offended with you * 
le love you bear me , get you in. [^a»Y Andromachb. 
». This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
ill these bodements. 

farewell, dear Hector! 
how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
how thy wounds do bleed at many vents I 
how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
»or Andromache shrills her dolour forth ! 
, distraction, frenzy, and amazement, 
itless antics , one another meet , 
cry — Hector ! Hector 's dead ! Hector ! 
. Away ! — Away ! — 

. Farewell. — Yet, soft! — Hector, I take my leave : 
ost thyself and all our Troy deceive. > lEwit. 

t. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim, 
and cheer the town : we '11 forth , and fight ; 
Is worth praise , and tell you them at night. 

• Farewell: the god^ with safety stand about thee! 

[Exetmt severally Priam and Hkctor. Alarums. 

• They are at it; hark! — Proud Diomed, believe, 

to lose my arm y or win my sleeve. {Going, 



Enter Pandarus. 
Do you bear, my lord'! doyoubeaTt 



^^\ 
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Tro. What now? 

Pan, Here 's a letter come from yond' poor giii. 

Tro, Let me read. 

Pan, A whoreson phthisick, a whoreson rascally phthisick so 
troubles me , and the foolish fortune of this girl ; and what one 
thing , what another , that I shall leave you one o' these days : and 
I have a rheum in mine eyes too ; and such an ache in my bones, 
that , unless a man were cursed , I cannot tell what to think od 't. 
— What says she there ? 

Tro, Words , words , mere words , no matter from the heart; 

[Tearing the letter. 
Th' effect doth operate another way. — 
Go , wind to wind , there turn and change together. — * 
My love with words and errors still she feeds , 
But edifies another with her deeds. iExeunt severally. 

SCENE IV. 

Between Troy and the Grecian Camp. 

Alarums: Excursions, Enter Thbrsitbs. 
Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another : 1 11 go look 
on. That dissembling abominable varlet, Diomed, has gottbat 
same scurvy doting foolish young knave's sleeve , of Troy there, in 
his helm : I would fain see them meet ; that that same young Tro- 
jan ass, that loves the whore there, might send that Greekish 
whoremasterly villain , with the sleeve , back to the dissembling 
luxurious drab of a sleeveless errand. 0' the other side, the poli^ 
of those crafty sweating rascals, — that stale old mouse-eaten dry 
cheese, Nestor, and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, — is not proved 
worth a blackberry : — they set me up in policy that mongrel cur, 
Ajax , against that dog of as bad a kind , Achilles ; and now is the 
cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles , and will not arm to-day: 
whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism , and policy 
grows into an ill opinion. Soft ! here comes sleeve, and th' otker. 

"Enter Diombdbs , Troilus following, 
lYo. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx , 
I would swim after. 
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Dio, Thou dost miscall retire : 

not fly , but advantageous care 
ithdrew me from the odds of multitude, 
ve at thee ! 

Ther, Hold thy vhore , Grecian ! — now for thy whore , Tro- 
! — now the sleeve ! now the sleeve ! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomeubs , fighting. 

Enter Hbctor. 
Hect. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector's match? 
t thou of blood, and honour? 

Ther, No, no; — I am a rascal; a scurvy railing knave, a 
y filthy rogue. 

Hect. I do believe thee : — live. [Exit, 

Ther. God-a-mercy , that thou wilt believe me ; but a plague 
ak thy neck, for frighting me ! What 's become of the wenching 
ues? I think, they have swallowed one another: I would 
gh at that miracle ; yet , in a sort , lechery eats itself. I '11 seek 
m. [Exit, 

SCENE V. 

The Same. 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant, 

Dio. Go , go , my servant , take thou Troilus' horse ; 
sent the fair steed to my lady Cressid. 
low , commend my service to her beauty ; 

1 her , I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan , 
i am her knight by proof. 

Serv. I go , my lord. [Exit Servant. 

Enter Agambmi^on. 

A gam. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamus 

h beat down Menon : bastard Macgarelon 

hDoreus prisoner, 

[ stands cobssus-wlse, waving his beam , 

a tbepasbed corses of the kings 

rophas and Cedius ; Polixenes is slain ; 



'^^^^J* 
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Amphimachus, andThoas, deadly hort; 
Patroclos ta'en , or slain; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and brois'd : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers. Haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nest. Go , bear Patroclus' body to Achilles , — 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame. — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now , here he fights on Galathe his horse , 
And there lacks work ; anon , he *s there afoot , ^ 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale : then, is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks , ripe for his edge , 
Fall down before him , like the mower's swath. 
Here, there, and every where , he leaves, and takes; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite , 
Thatwhathewill, he does; and does so much , 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter TJltsses. 

Ulyss. O, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance. 
Patroclus* wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood , 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons , 
That noseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd, come to him, 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend , 
And foams at mouth , and he is arm'd , and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to->day 
Mad and fantastic execution , 
Engaging and redeeming of himself. 
With such a careless force , and forceless care , 
As if that luck , in very spite of cunning , 
Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 
^aa:. Troilus! thou cowat^Ttor^wsX [En 
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Dio. Ay, there, there. 

JNest. So , so , we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

AcML Where is this Hector? 

Come , come , thou boy-cpieller ! show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry, 
elector! where 's Hector? I will none but Hector. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Another Part of the Field. 

• Enter Ajax. 

Jjax, Troilas ! thou coward Troilus , show thy head ! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say! where 's Troilus? 
4jax, What would'st thou ? 

Dio. I would correct him. 

4jax, Were I the general , thou should'st have my office, 
Cre that correction. — Troilus, I say! what, Troilus! 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro, O , traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false face , thou traitor^ 
And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse ! 
Dio. Ha! art thou there? 
Jjax. I '11 fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio. He is my prize , I will not look upon. 
Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks ; have at you both. 

{Exeunt f fighting. 
Enter Hector. 

Hect. Tea, Troilus? 0! well fought, my youngest brother. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchU. Now do I see thee. Ha ! — Have at thee , Hector. 
Hect* Pause, if thou wilt. 
AckU. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Troyui. 
Be hsppj (bat my arms are oat of use : 
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Hy rest and negligence befriend thee now , 

Bot thou anon shalt hear of me again; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit 

Hect. Fare thee well. 

I wonld haye been much more a fresher man , 
Had I expected thee. — How now , my brother ! 

Re-enter Troilus. 

jHto. Ajax hath ta'en iEneas : shall it be? 
No , by the flame of yonder glorious heaven , 
He shall not Carry him : I 'U be taken too » 
Or bring him off.. — Fate, hear me what I say! , 
I reck not thougi^ I end my life to-day. Exit, 

Enter one in sumptuous Armour. 

Hect. Stand , stand , thou Greek : thou art a goodly maik. — 
No ! wilt thou not? — I like thy armour well ; 
I '11 frnsh it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But I '11 be master of it. — Wilt thou not , beast , abide? 
Why then , fly on , I 'U hunt thee for thy hide. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 
The Same. 

Enter AcBJLLES f vnth Myrmidons. 

Aehil. Come here about me , you my Myrmidons; 
Hark what I say. — Attend me where I wheel: 
Strike not a stroke , but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about; 
In fellest manner execute your aims. 
Follow me , Sirs , and my proceedings eye. — 
It is decreed — Hector the great must die. 



^\^ 
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SCENE VIII. 

The Same. 

Enter Henelaus and Paris , fighting: then , THBiisiTBfi. 

Ther, The cuckold and the cackold-maker are at it. Now, 
nil! now, dog! 'Loo, Paris, loo! now, my dooble-henned 
larrow! loo, Paris, loo! The bull has the game: — 'ware 
3ras , ho ! [Exeunt Paris and Mknbiaus . 

Enter MAReARELON. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? 

Mar* A bastard son of Priam's 

Ther. I am a bastard too. I loye bastards; I am a bastard 
egot, bastard instructed , bastard in mind, bastard in valour, in 
irery thing illegitimate. One bear will not bite another, and 
'herefore should one bastard? Take heed, the quarrel's most 
minous to us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore , he tempts 
idgment. Farewell, bastard. 

Mar, The devil take thee, coward! [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 
Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Hector. 
Hect, Most putrified core , so fair without, 
'hy'goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Tow is my day's work done ; I 'U take good breath : 
t^est, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and death! 

[Puts off his. Helmet^ and lays his Su)ord aside. 

Enter ACRiLLES and Myrmidons, 
Achil. Look , Hector , how the sun begins to set ; 

(ow ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 

•Yen with the vail and dark'ning of the sun , 

*o close the day up , Hector's life is done. 
Heat, lamunarm'd: forego this vantage , Greek. 
Achil, Strike , fellows , strike ! this is the man I ^^^^» 
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So, lUon, fall thou next! now / Troy, sink down; 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — 

On, Myrmidons; and cry yon all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain. Id Retreai sounded, 

HariL ! a retire upon onr Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like , my lord. 

Achil. The dragon wing of night overspreads the earth , 
And, stickler like , the armies separates. 
My half-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed , 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit , thus goes to bed. — 

[Sheaths his Sword, 
Come , tie his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan traiL [Exmi- 

SCENE X. 

The Same. 

Enter AeAMSMNON, Ajax, Mene][.au8, Nestor, Dioukdes, 
and Others y marching. Shouts within. 

Agam. Hark! hark! what shout is that? 

Nest, , Peace, drums! 

[fTithin,-] AchOles! 

Achilles! Hector 's slain ! Achilles! 

Vio, The bruit is. Hector 's slain , and by Achilles. 

4fax, If it be so, yet bragless let it be : 
Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam, March patiently along. — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended , 
Great Troy is ours , and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

SCENE XI. 
Another Part of the Field. 

Enter ^Enbas and I^ojan. Forces. 
AEne, Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the field. 
Never go homt : here stane -we oul VJckft m^x* 
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Enter Jroilvb. 

2Vo. Hector is slain. 

Ml. Hector?— The gods forbid! 

TYo. He's dead; and at the murderer's horse's tail , 
n beastly sort dragg'd through the shameful field. — 
FYown on , you heavens , effect your rage with speed I 
Mi, gods, upon your thrones , and smile at Troy ! 
[ say , at once let your brief plagues be mercy , 
knd linger not our sure destructions on ! 

yEne» My lord , you do discomfort all the host. , 

jJfVo. You understand me not, that tell me so. 
[ do not speak of flight , of fear , of death ; 
But dare all imminence , that gods and men 
4.ddress their dangers in. Hector is goi^e ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd, 
(to in to Troy , and say there — Hector 's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone , 
Slake wells and Niobes of the maids and wives , 
Cold statues of the youth; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away: 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. — You vile abominable tents , 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains , 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare , 

I '11 through and through you ! — And , thou great-siz'd coward. 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 
I '11 haunt thee like a wicked conscience still , 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt Mjheas and Trojan Forces. 

As Troilvs is going out, enter^ from the other side^ Pandarus* 

Pan. But hear you, hear you! 
I>*o. Hence, broker, lackey I ignorn^ ^i^^^vxcl^ 
Parsuetbylife, and live aye witb th^ namO- \EaU"i»««^^ 
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Pan. A goodly medicine for mine aching bones ! — O world ! 
world! world! thus is the poor agent despised. O, traitors and 
bawds, how earnestly are yoa set a* work, and how ill reqoited! 
why should our endeavour be so loved, and the performance so 
loathed? what verse for It? what instance for it? «— Let aie see. — • 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing. 
Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting; . 
And being once subdued in armed tail , 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. —^ 

Good traders in the flesh , set this in your painted cloths. 

As many as be here of Pander 's fkH , 
Toureye$^, half out, weepoutatPandar'sHaH, 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans , 
Though not for me , yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade. 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 
It should be now , but that my fear is this , — 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss. 
Till then I 'U sweat , and seek about for eases ; 
And at that time bequeath you my diseases. lExit, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



DBAMATIS PERSONiE. 

SATURMINUS, Son to the late Em- PUBLIUS, Son to Marcus the Tri-. 

peror of Rome, and afterwards bune. 

declared Emperor. jflBMILICS , a noble Roman. 

fiASSIANUS, Brother to Satami- ALARBUS, \ 

nus : in love with Lavioia. DEMETRIUS , > Sons to Tamora. 

TVITUSAMDROmG0S,anobleRo- CHIRON, ) 

man, General against the Goths. AARON, a Moor, beloved by Ta- 
aiARCUS ANDRONICUS, Tribune mora. 

of the People; and Brother to A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, 

Titus. and Clown ; Romans. 

XUCIUS, \ Goths and Romans. 

C^UINTUS , (Sons to Titus Andro- 

IMARTIUS, / nlcus. TAMORA, Queen of the Goths. 

BlUTIUS, T LAVINIA, Daughter to Titus An- 

"Xoung LUCIUS , a Boy, Son to Lu- dronicus. 

cioi. A Nurse, and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus > Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, and 

Attendants. 

SCENE, Rome; and the Country near it. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Rome. Before the Capitol. 

^%6 Tomb qfthe Andronici appearing; the Tribunes and Send" 
tors alqft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, Saturninus and 
his Followers, on one side; and Bassiai^us and ids Followers, 
on the other; with Drum and Colours, 

Sat, Noble patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice Qfmj cause with arms; 
IV. ^\ 
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And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my successive title with your swords. 
I am his first-bom son , that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
Then, let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bos. Romans , — friends , followers , favourers of my i 
IfeverBasslanus, Caesar's son, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome , 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
Th' imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 
To justice , continence , aud nobility , 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter BfARCUs Andronicus , aloft, with the Crown. 

Mar* Princes , that strive by factions and by friends , 
Ambitiously for rule and empery , 
Know , that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party , have by common voice 
In election for the Roman empery , 
Chosen Andronicus , surnamed Pius , 
For many good and great deserts to Rome : 
A nobler man , a braver warrior , 
Lives not this day within the city walls. 
He by the senate is accited home , 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes , 
Hath yok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are spent since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome , and chastised with arms 
Our enemies' pride : five times he hath retum'd 
Bleeding to Rome , bearing his valiant sons 
in coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honour's spoils , 
Eetums the good AndroBicus loT^^m^ ^ 
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HenowDCd Titus , flourishing in arms. 
Let us entreat , — by honour of his name , 
TVhom worthily you would have now succeed , 
And in the Capitol and senate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore , — 
That you withdraw you , and abate your strength : 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. • 

Sat. Haw fair the tribune speaks to calm my thoughts. 
Bas. Marcus Andronicus , soldoaffy 
In thy uprightness and integrity , 
And so I love and honour thee and thine , 
Thy noble brother Titus , and his sons , 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all , 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes , and the people's favour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

[Exeimt the FolUnoers q/^Babsiamus. 
Sat, Friends, that have been thus forward in my right, 
I thank you all , and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself , my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt the Followers i^^SATUR^raus. 
Rome , be as just and gracious unto me , 
As I am condent and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates , and let me in. 

Bos. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 

[ Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol y and exetmt toith 
Senators y Marcus, etc. 

SCENE 11. 

The Same. 
Enter a Captain , and Others* 
Cap, Romans, make way! The good AndrouLcus , 
Patron of virtue, Bowe's best champion , 
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Successful in the battles that he fights , 
With honour, and with fortune , isreturn'd, 
From where he circumscribed with his sword , 
And brought to yoke , the enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets , d;c. Enter Mabtius and Motios : 
qfter them, two Men bearing a Coffin covered with black ; ilm 
Lucius and Quiktus. J^fter them^ Titus Androkicus ; and 
fAen Tamora, unYA AxARBUS , Chiron, Demetrius, Aabon, 
and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers and People , /ollotmg. 
The Bearers set doum the Coffin , and Titus speaks* 

Tit, Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Lo ! as the bark that hath discharged her fraught 
Returns with precious lading to the bay , 
From whence at first she weigh'd &er anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus , bound with laurel boughs , 
To re-salute his country with his tears ; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 
Thou great defender of this Capitol , 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 
Romans , of five-and-twenty yaliant sons , 
Half of the number that king Priam had , 
Behold the poor remains , alive, and dead! 
These that survive let Rome reward with love ; 
These that I bring unto their latest home , 
With burial amongst their ancestors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 
Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx? — 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. [The Tomb is opefwd. 
There greet in silence , as the dead are wont. 
And sleep in peace , slain in your country's wars ! 
sacred receptacle of my joys , 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How many sons hast thou of mine in store , 
TJuit tbou wilt aever render lo me t&Atel 
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Luc. Give ns the proudest prisoner of the Goths , 
That we may hew Ills limbs , and on a pile 
Ad manesj¥atrum sacrifice his flesh , 
Before this earthy prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas'd , 
Nor we disturbed with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you; the noblest that survives , 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ! — Gracious conqueror, 
Victorius Titus , rue the tears I shed , 
A mother's tears in passion for her son : 
And , if thy sons were ever dear to thee , 
O ! think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome , 
To beautify thy triumphs , and return , 
Captive to thee , and to thy Roman yoke ; 
But must my sons be slaughtered in the streets , 
Tor valiant doings in their country's cause? 
O! iftofSght for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine , it is in these. 
Andronicus , stain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them , then, in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus , spare my first-born son. 

TiU Patient yourself, Madam , and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren slain , 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must, 
T* appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc, Away, with him I and make a fire straight ; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 
Let 's hew his limbs , till they be clean consum'd. 

[Exeunt lASCixss y Quintus, II^rtius, hiu/ Motius, 
with Alarbus. 

Tom. O cruel f irreligious piety 1 
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Chi, Was ever Scythia half so barbarous ? 

Dem, Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, Madam, stand resolv'd; but hope withal, 
The self-same gods , that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent , 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths , 
(When Goths were Goths , and Tamora was queen) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter lAicm^^ QuiNTUS, Martius, <zn(/MuTius, un'th their 

Swords bloody, 

hue. See, lord and father, how we have performed 
Our Roman rites. Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd , 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire , 
Whose smoke like incense doth perfume the sky. 
Remaideth nought , but to inter our brethren , 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit, Let it be so; and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpets sounded ^ and the Coffins laid in the TfOnb* 
In peace and honour rest you here , my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions , repose you here in rest , 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here larks no treason , here no envy swells , 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms , 
No noise , but silence and enternal sleep. 
In peace and honour rest you here , my sons ! 

Enter Lavimia. 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father , live in fame. 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render , for my brethren's obsequies ; 
And at thj feet 1 kneel , with, lews (si \o^ 
Sbed on the earth for thy ieV\iTti\»T^om^\ 
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O ! bless me here with thy victorious hand, 
TVliose fortunes Rome's Lest citizens applaud. 

Tit, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart ! — 
liavinia, live; outlive thy father's days. 
And fame's eternal date , for virtue's praise ! 

Enter Marcus AsDRomtv 8 f Satubninus, Bassiai^us, and 

Others, 

Mar, Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit, Thanks , gentle tribune , noble brother Marcus. 

Mar, And welcome, nephews, from successful wars , 
Tou that survive , and you that sleep in fame, 
fair lords , your fortunes are alike in all , 
That in your country's service drew your swords; 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp , 
That bath aspir'd to Solon's happiness , 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. — 
Titus Andronicus , the people of Rome , 
Whose friend injustice thou hast ever been , 
Send thee by me , their tribune and their trust , 
This palliament of white and spotless hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire , 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons. 
Be candidatus then , and put it on , 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit, A better head her glorious body fits , 
Than his , that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don this robe, and trouble you? * 

Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life , 
And set abroad new business for you all? — 
Rome , I have been thy soldier forty years , 
And led my country's strength successfiilly, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons , 
JLoigbted in Beld, slain manfully in arms , 
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Id right and service of their noble couDti^. 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age , 
But not a sceptre to control the world : 
Upright he held it, lords, thal^held it last. 

Mar. Titus , thou shalt obtain and ask the empery. 

Sat, Proud and ambitions tribune , canst thou tell? — 

Tit, Patience, prince Satuminus. 

Sat, Romans , do me right. — 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Satuminus be Rome's emperor. — 
Andronicus , would thou wert shipp'd to hell , 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc, Proud Saturnine , interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

7Vf. Content thee, prince: I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts , and wean them from themselyes. 

B(u, Andronicus, I do not flatter thee , 
But honour thee , and will do till I die : 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends , 
I will most thankful be ; and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here , 
1 ask your Toices , and your suffrages: 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Trih, To gratify the good Andronicus , 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome , 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit, Tribunes, I thank you; and this suit I make , 
That you create your emperor's eldest son , 
Lord Saturnine , whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome , as Titan's rays on earth , 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Then , if you will elect by my advice , 
Crown him , and say , — ** Long live our emperor ! " 

Mar, With voices and applause of every sort , 
Patricians, and plebeians , ^ecx^^v^ 
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)ataroinas , Bome's great emperor , 

ay , — ''Long lire oar Emperor Satomiae ! " 

[d long Fhuritfu 
t, TitasAndronicns, for thy favours done 
in oar election this day , 
thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 
rill with deeds reqaite thy gentleness : 
for an onset, Titus, to advance 
une and honourable family , 
ia will I make my empress , 
's royal mistress , mistress of my heart , 
1 the sacred Pantheon her espouse, 
le, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee? 
t. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this match 
me highly honoured of your grace : 
ere , in sight of Rome , to Saturnine , — 
ind commander of our common-wed , 
ide world's emperor , — - do I consecrate 
ord, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
its well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
re them, then, the tribute that I owe , 
honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 
t. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life! 
>roud I am of thee , and of thy gifts , 
shall record; and, when I do forget 
last of these unspeakable deserts, 
US, forget your fealty to me* 
t. Now, Madam, are yoa prisoner to an emperor; 

[To Tamora. 
n , that for your honour and your state , 
ise you nobly, and your followers. 
\U A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
'. would choose , were I to choose anew. — 
up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance : 
i;h chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer , 
com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Ay shall be tby usage every way. 
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Rest on my word , and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts yon , 
Can make you greater than the queen of Groths. — 
Lavinia , you are not displeas'd with this? 

Lav, Not I, my lord; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go. 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords , with trump and drum. 

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave , this maid is mine. 

[Seizing Layiku. 

TiU How, Sir? Are you in earnest, then , my lord? 

Bas, Ay, noble Titus; and resolv'd withal , 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb show. 

Mar, Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Luc, And that he will , and shall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors , avaunt ! Where is the emperor's guard? 
Treason, my lord! Lavinia is surpriz'd. 

Sat. Surpriz'd! By whom? 

Bas» By him that justly may 

Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, ttfith Laviiua. 

Mut, Brothers , help to convey her hence away , 
And with my sword I '11 keep this door safe. 

[Exeunt Lv CIV Sf Quintus, an«f Martius. 

Tit. Follow, my lord, and I '11 soon bring her back. 

Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What, viUainboy! 

Barr'st me my way in Rome? [Titus kills MuTius. 

Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord , you are unjust ; and , more than so , 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 
7}?. Nor thou f nor he, are wrj ^qt^s ^1wafc\ 
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ly soAs would never so dishonour me. 
Tailor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc, Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife , 
hat is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit, 

Sat, No , Titus , no ; the emperor needs her not , 
or her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock: 
'II trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
hee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
onfederates all thus to dishonour me. 
iTas there none else in Rome to make a stale , 
ttt Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 
.gree these deeds with that proud brag of thine , 
hat s3udst, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 

Tit, monstrous ! what reproachful words are these? 

Sat, But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece 
'o him that flourished for her with his sword. 
L valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
(ne fit to bandy with thy lawless sons , 
'o ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit, These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat, And therefore , lovely Tamora , queen of Goths, 
bat, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs , 
»05t overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome, 
fthou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice, 
lehold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
jid will create thee empress of Rome, 
peak , queen of Goths , dost thou applaud my choice ? 
nd here I swear by all the Roman gods , — 
ith priest and holy water are so near, 
jid tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
1 readiness forHymeneus stand, — 
will not re-salute the streets of Rome , 
T climb my palace , till from forth this place 
lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn, And here , in sight of heaven , to Rome I swear ^ 
' Sntarmne advance the queen of Goths , j 
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She will a handmaid be to his desires , 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon. — Lords, accompany 
Tour noble emperor, and his lovely bride , 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine , 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered . 
There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

lExeunt Saturninus and his Followers; Tauoiu, 
and her Sons; Aarom and Goths. 

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride. 
Titus , when wert thou wont to walk alone , 
Dishonoured thus , and challenged of wrongs? 

i2e-en/er Marcus, Lucius, Quii^tus, oncfMARTius. 

Mar. 0, Titus, see, 0, see what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune , no; no son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonoured all our family : 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Lite. But let us give him burial, as becomes: 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood , 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
Here none but soldiers , and Rome's servitors , 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you. 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him : 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin.Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And shall ! What villain was it spoke that word? 

Quin. He that would vouch it in any place but here. 

Tit. What! would you bury him in my despite? 

Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
pudon Mutius , and to Y^xit^ \k\m. 
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Tit, Marcus, even thou hast struck upon mf crest, 
id, 'With these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded: 
f foes I do repute you every one ; 
, trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Maft, He is not with himself: let us withdraw. 

Quin» Not I, till Mutics' bones be buried. 

[MA.RCUS and the Sons q/'TiTUS kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Quin, Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more , ifall the rest will speed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul, ^- 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all, — 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
s noble nephew here in nrtue's nest , 
lat died in honour and Lavinia's cause, 
lou art a Roman , be not barbarous : 
le Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax , 
lat slew himself, and wise Laertes' son 
d graciously plead for bis funerals, 
i not young Mutius , then, that was thy joy, 
I barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus , rise. — 

LC dismall*st day is this , that e'er I saw, 
) be dishonoured by my sons in Rome ! — 
ell, bury him, and bury me the neit. 

[Mutius ii put into the Tomh. 

Luc. There lie thy bones , sweet Mutius, with thy friends, 
Q we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 
; lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar. Hj lord , — to step out of these dreary dumps , — 
3w comes it that the subtle queen of Goths 
of a sudden thus advanc'd in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus, but I know it is ; 
liether by device or no , the heavens can tell, 
shenot^ tbeti, hehoidiog to the man 
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That brought her for this high good turn so far? 
Yes , and will nobly him remuDerate. 

Flourish, Re-enter , at one side, Saturninus, attended; 
MORA, Demetrius, Chiron, ati^ Aaron: at the other 
Bassianus, Layinia, and Others. 

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play'd your prize : 
God give you joy. Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bos. And you of yours, my lord. I say no more, 
Kor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat, Traitor, ifRome have law, or we have power. 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bos. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own , 
My true-betrothed love , and now my wife? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; 
Mean while , I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sat, 'T is good. Sir: you are very shortwith us ; 
But , if we live , we '11 be as sharp with you. 

JBas. My lord, what I have done , as best I may. 
Answer I vaust , and shall do with my life : 
Only thus much I give your grace to know. 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome , 
This noble gentleman , lord Titus here , 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd; 
That in the rescue of Lavinia 
With his own hand did slay his youngest son , 
In zeal to you , and highly mot'd to wrath , 
To be controlled in that he frankly gave. 
Receive him, then, to favour, Saturnine, 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds , 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit, Prince Bassianus , leave to plead my deeds: 
'T is thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me. 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge , 
How I have lov'd and honoured Saturnine. 

Tarn, My worthy lord, ifeverTamora 
Were gracious in those pnttC^Vi ^1** ^l^voa ^ ^ 
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Then hear me speak indifferently for all ; 
Andatmysnit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat. "What, Madam! be dishonoured openly, 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tarn. Not so, my lord: the gods of Rome forefend, 
I should be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all , 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs. 
Then , at my suit look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose , 
Nor with sour looks a£Qict his gentle heart. *- 
Inside to Sat.] My lord , be ruVd by me , be won at last ; 
I>issemble all your griefs and discontents : 
iTou are but newly planted in your throne ; 
I^est, then, the people, and patricians too , 
XJpon a just survey , take Titus' part , 
And so supplant you for ingratitude , 
'Vrhich Rome reputes to be a heinous sin , 
*^eld at entreats , and then let me alone. 
2' 11 find a day to massacre them all , 
And raze their faction , and their family , 
The cruel father , and his traitorous sons , 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know what 't is to let a queen 
Kneel in the streets , and beg for grace in vain. — ' 
lAloud,] Come , come , sweet emperor, — come , Andronicus , ~ 
Take up this good old man , and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise: my empress hath prevail'd. 

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord. 
These words, these looks, inftise new life in me. 

Tarn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome , 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die , Andronicus ; — 
And let H be miae bonoar, good my lord , 

iwV5 
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That I have reconcil*d your friends and you. — 
For you, prince Bassianus, Ihavepass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor. 
That you will be more mild and tractable. — • 
And fear not, lords, — and you, Lavlnia. — 
By my adYice , all humbled on your knees , 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc. We do; and vow to heaven , and to his highness, 
That what we did was mildly , as we might , 
Tendering our sister's honour, and our own. 

Mar, That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat, Kvih^y and talk not: trouble us no more. —^ 

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends. 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace : 
I will not be denied. Sweetheart, lookback. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here. 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia , though you left me like a churl , 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore , 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come ; if the emperojr's com*t can feast two brides , 
You are my guest , Lavinia , and your friends. — 
This day shall be a lovenlay , Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound we '11 give your grace boi\four. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. 

[Jhtmpefs. Eite 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

The Same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Aaron. 
Aar, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus' top , 
5a/^ oat of fortune's shot; audsiVa^^^^ 
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ecare of thunder's crack , or lightning flash » 

.dyanc*d above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 

wS ^hen the golden sun salutes the morn , 

i.nd having gilt the ocean with his beams , 

vallops the zodiac in his glistering coach , 

kDd overlooks the highestr-peering hills ; 

►0 Tamora. — 

Jpon her wit doth earthly honour wait , 

knd virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Chen, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts , 

Co mount aloft with thy imperial mistress ; 

Lnd mount her pitch , whom thou in triumph long 

last prisoner held , fettered in amorous chains , 

^nd faster bound to iiaron's charming eyes , 

Than is Pro*metheus tied to Caucasus. 

Vway with slavish weeds , and servile thoughts ! 

[ will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold , 

Fo wait upon this new-made empress. 

To wait, said I? to wanton with this queen , 

This goddess, this Semiramis , this nymph, 

Ihis syren , that will charm Rome's Saturnine , 

And see his shipwreck , and his commonweal's. 

Holla! what storm is this? 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron , braving, 

Dem, Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners , to intrude where I am grac'd , 
And may , for aught thou know'st , affected be. 

C/U, Demetrius , thou dost over-ween in all , 
And so in this , to bear me down with braves. 
'T is not the difference of a year , or two , 
Makes me less gracious , or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able , and as fit , as thou , 
lo sene , and to deserve my mistress' grace ; 
4nd that my sword upon thee shall approve , 
4nd plead my passions for Lavinia's love. 

Aar, Clubs, clubs! these lovers ^\lliioW^«.^>3ci^'^^ftK.^« 
IV. WW 
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Dem. Why, boy, ahkoo^ cor mother » omdfis'd, 
Gare joa a dannng-fafHcr by yoor side , 
Are yoa so desperate grovn , to threat yovr friends? 
Go to ; have yoar lath gloed vithin your sheath , 
Till yoa koow better how to handle iL 

Chi. Mean while. Sir, with the little skiD I have. 
Fall well shall thoa perceire how moch I dare. 

Dem, Ay, boy; growyesobrare? ineydrew. 

A or. Why, how now, lords! 

So near the emperor's palace dare yon draw , 
And maintain soch a quarrel openly? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this gradge : 
I would not for a milHon of gold. 
The cause were known to them it most concerns; 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Rome. 
For shame! put up. 

Dtm. Not I; till I hare sheath'd 

My rapier In his bosom , and, withal. 
Thrust those reproachful speeches down his throat , 
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepared aod foil resolv'd , 
Fottl-spokea coward , that thuoder'st with thy tongue , 
And with thy weapon noihiog dar'st perform. 

Aar. Away, Isayt 
Now by the gods that warlike Goths adore. 
This petly brabble will undo us all. — 
Why , lords , — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jot upon a prince's right? 
What ! is Lavinia then become so loose , 
Or Bassionus so degenerate , 
That for her love such quarrels may be broached. 
Without coDtrolmcnt, justice, or revenge? 
Young lords , beware ! — an should the.empress know 
This (i/scord's ground, \]b«m\!is\^^^\M\i%t. please. 

Chi\ I care not , I , Vui^'w ^^^ wi^iSJk^^^^^^. 
//oveLaYinia more thau«lVVbft^^^^^- 
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Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner choice. 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope^ 

j4ar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in Borne 
9ow furious and impatient they be , 
ind cannot brook competitors in love? 
[ tell you , lords , you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose , to achieve her whom I love. 

j4ar. To achieve her ! — How? 

Dem, Why mak'st thou ii so strange ? 

She is a woman , therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman , therefore may be wou.; 
She is Lavinia , therefore must be lov'd« 
What , man ! more water glideth by the mill* 
Than wots the miller of ; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf lo steal a shive , we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother. 
Better than he have worn Yulcan's badge. 

Aar, Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. [Aside. 

Dem. Then, why should he despair, that knows to court it 
With words, fair looks,, and liberality? 
What! hast thou not full often struck a doe-, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose? 

Aar^ Why then, it seems, some eertait) snatch or so 
Would serve your turns. 

CM. Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 

Dem. Aaron , thou hast hi t it. 

Aar. Would you had hit ii too ; 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado^ 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, — and are yiou such fools^ 
T-square for this? Would it offend you, then, 
That both should speed? 

Chi. Faith, not me. 

Dem. Korme, so I were one. 

Aar. For shame ! be friends , and join fbr that yon Jjar . 
T is j)o]JC7 and stratagem must do 
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That you affect ; and so mnst you resolve , 

That what you cannot as you would achieve , 

You must, perforce, accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me : Lucrece was not more chaste 

Than this Lavinia , Bassianus' love. 

A speedier course than lingering languishment 

Must we pursue , and I have found the path. 

My lords , a solemn hunting is in hand ; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

The forest walks are wide and spacious , 

And many unfrequented plots there are , 

Fitted by kind for rape and villainy. 

Single you thither , then, this dainty doe , 

And strike her home by force , if not by words : 

This way , or not at all , stand you in hope. 

Come, come; our empress, with her sacred wit , 

To villainy and vengeance consecrate , 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And she shall file our engines with advice , 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves , 

But to your wishes* height advance you both. 

The emperor*s court is like the house of fame , 

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears: 

The woods are ruthless , dreadful, deaf, and dull; 

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your turns : 

There serve your lust , shadow'd from heaven's eye, 

And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem. Sit fas aui n^fat , till I find the stream 
To cool this heat , a charm to calm these fits , 
Per Sty ga, per manes vehor. 

[Exew 
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SCENE 11. 
A Forest near Rome. Horns, and cry of Hounds heard. 

Writer TiTvs AjADRomcvs , toith Hunters, Ac. Marcos, Lu- 
cius, QUINTUS, an(2MARTIUS. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey, 
rhe fields are fragrant , and the woods are green. 
Qncouple here , and let us make a bay , 
4.nd wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 
4.nd rouse the prince , and ring a hunter's peal , 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons^ let it be your charge , as it is ours. 
To attend the emperor's person carefully : 
[ have been troubled in my sleep this night. 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 

[Horns wind a peal, 

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bassiai^us, Layimia, Deme- 
trius, Chiron, and Attendants'. 

Tit^ Many good morrows to your majesty : — 
Madam, to you as many and as good» — 
1 promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily , my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bas. Layinia, how say you? 

Lav. I say, no; 

[ have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on, then: hors6 and chariots let us have, 
4.nd to our sport. — Madam , now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord, 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase , 
4nd climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way , and run like swallows o'er the plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse hoc lL<\\SAii\ 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. \^x«uaA. 
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SCENE m. 

A. desert Part of the Forest. 

Enter Aaron , tuith a Bag of Gold. 

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none, 
To bury so much gold under a tree , 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me so abjectly. 
Know that this gold must coin a stratagem. 
Which, cunningly effected , will beget 
A very excellent piece of villainy : 
And so repose , sweet gold, for their unrest, 

iHides the Gol 
That have Uieir alms out of the empress' chest. 

Enter Tamora. 

Tarn . My lovely Aaron , wherefore look'st thou sad , 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind , 
And make a checquer'd shadow on the ground. 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 
And , whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds. 
Replying shrilly to the weU-tun'd horns , 
As if a double hunt were heard at once , 
Let us sit down , and mark their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict , such as was supposed 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm they were surprised , 
And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave , — 
We may , each wreathed in the other's arms , 
Our pastimes done , possess a golden slumber ; 
Whiles hounds , and horns, and sweet melodious birds, 
Be UDto us , as is a nurse's sim^ 
Oflullabj to bring her baib^ «ls\««^. 
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Aar. Bladam, though Venus govern your desires , 
>atiim is dominator over mine. 
^at signifies my deadly-standing eye , 
Hy silence , and my cloudy melancholy? 
Ay fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls , 
Svenasanadder, when she doth unrol 
Co do some fatal execution? 
^0 , Madam , these are no venereal signs : 
iTengeance is in my heart , death in my hand , 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Bark, Tamora, the empress of my soul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee , 
rhis is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 
His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day : 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity , 
ksA wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
Seest thou this letter? take it up I pray thee , 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll. — 
Now question me no more ; we are espied : 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty , 
'^Hiich dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than life ! 

Aar, No more, great empress. Bassianus comes : 
Be cross with him ; and I '11 go fetch thy sons 
Tobackthyquairels, whatsoe'er they be. \EaciU 

Enter Bassianus anif Lavinia. 

Bos. Whom have we here? Bome's royal empress , 
XJofumish'd of her well-beseeming troop? 
OrisitDian^ habited Hke her; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves , 
To see the general hunting in this forest? 

Tarn, Saucy controller of my private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dlanhad, 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With hows, as was Action's; and the hounds 
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Should drive upon thy new-tratisformed limbs , 
UDmaanerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience , gentle empress , 
'T is thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted , that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments. 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day ! 
'T is pity , they should take him for a stag. 

Bas, Believe me, queen, your swarth Cinunerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue , 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you sequester'd from ^11 your train? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed , 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot , 
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you? 

Lav. And being intercepted in your sport , 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness ! — I pray you, let us hence. 
And let her 'joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas. The king, my brother, shall have notice of this. 

Lav. Ay, for theSe slips have made him noted long , 
Good king ! to be so mightily abus'd. 

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this? 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign , and our gracious mother 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan? 

Tarn. Have I not reason , think you, to look pale? 
These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place , 
A barren detested vale , you see , it is : 
The trees , though summer , yet forlorn and lean , 
O'ercome with moss , and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds , 
Unless the nightly owl , or fatal raven. 
And, whea they show'd me l\i\s atokVaw^i^^xx. ^ 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 25 

rheytoldme, here, at dead time of the night, 

i thousand 6ends , a thousand hissing snakes , 

Ten thousand swelling toads , as many urchins , 

^ould make such fearful and confused cries, 

is any mortal body , hearing it , 

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 

Vo sooner had they told this hellish tale , 

But straight they told me , they would bind me here 

Unto the body of a dismal yew, 

ind leave me to this miserable death : 

ind then they call'd me , foul adulteress , 

Lascivious Goth , and all the bitterest terms 

That ever ear did hear to such effect ; 

ind, had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed. 

Kevenge it , as you love your mother's life , 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

Bern. This is a witness that I am thy son« 

[Stabs Bassianus. 

Chi> And this for me , struck home to show my strength. 

[Stabbing him likewise. 

Lav, Ay, come, Semiramis! — nay, barbarous Tamora; 
For no name 6ts thy nature but thy own. 

Tarn. Give me thy poniard : you shall know, my boys, 
four mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong. 

Bern. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her : 
First , thrash the corn , then after burn the straw. 
Fhis minion stood upon her chastity , 
Upon her nuptial vow , her loyalty , 
Ind with that painted hope braves your mightiness : 
Ind shall she carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. An if she do, I would I Were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole , 
ind make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tarn, But when ye have the honey ye desire , 
Let not this wasp outlive us both to sting. 

Chi. IwarraotjoUf Madam, we^'\\itft5ik^\YvaX.««t^» — 
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Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice preserved honesty of yours^ 

Lav, OTamora! ^ubear'st a woman's face, -^ 

Tarn. I will not hear her speak: away with her! 

Lav, Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Listen, ikir Madam: let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them , 
As unr^enting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam? 
O! do Dot learn her wrath; she taught it thee. 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to marble; . 
Even at Uiy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not sons "alike : 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. [To Chikon. 

Chi, What! would'st thou have me prove myself a bastard? 

Lav, 'T is true; the raven doth not hatch a lark: 
Yet have I heard , O^ could I find it now! 
The lion, mov'd with pity , did endure 
To have his princely paws par*d all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children , 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 
O! be to me, though thy hard heart say no , 
Nothing so kind , but something pitiful. 

Tarn, I know net what it means: Away with her I 

Lav. O! let me teach thee : for my father's sake , 
That gave thee life, when well he might have ^ain thee , 
Be not obdurate. Open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended me , 
Even for his sake am I pitiless. — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain , 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent. 
Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will : 
The worse to her , the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. OTamora! be call'd a gentle queen , 
And with thine own hands luiVim^ViiVSQ.v&'^W.v^ 
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For 't is not life thai I have begg*d so long: 
Poor I was slain when Bassianns died. 

Tarn. What begg'st thou then? fond woman, let me go. 

Lav. 'T is present death I beg; and one tiung more , 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell. 
! keep me from their worse than killing lust> 
A^njl tumble me into some loathsome pit, 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this , and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee: 
No ; let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem. Awayl for thou hast stay'd us here too long. 

Lav. ^'o grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall — 

Chi. Nay, then I '11 stop your mouth. — Bring thou her' 

husband : [Dragging offhAynniA. 

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exetmt. 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons: see, that you make her sure. 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed , 
lill all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor , 
4nd let my spleenfiil sons this truU deflour. lExit. 

SCENE IV. 
The Same. 

Enter Aaron , vnth Quintus and Martius. 

j4ar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit , 
W^here I e^y'd the panther fast asleep. 

Qwn. My sight is very dull , whate'er it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promise you: wer't not for shame ^ 
VV'ell could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[MARTn7s/<i/(r into the Pit. 

Quin. What ! art thou fallen ? What subUe hoU ^tllu&^ 
Whose month is coyer'd with rude-gromuRi^tuas , 

1^ 
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Upon wliose leaves are drops of new-shed blood , 
As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers? 
A very fatal plade it seems to me : — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Mart O, brother! with the dismall'st object hurt , 
That ever eye with sight made heart lament. 

Aar, [Aside.] Now will I fetch the king to God them here ; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess , 
How these were they that made away his brother. [Exit Aaron. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole? 

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear ; 
A chilling sweat o*er-runs my trembling joints : 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart , 
Aaron and thou look down into this den , 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise. 
O! tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child , to fear I know not what.. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here> 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb , 
In this detested , dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin, If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis he? 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring , that lightens all the hole , 
Which, like a taper in some monument , 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks , 
And shows the ragged entrails of the pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus , 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother ! help me with thy fainting hand , — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath , — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle , 
As hateful as Cocytus' misVj mowvJbi. 

\2& 
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Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out ; 
Dr , wanting strength to do thee so much good , 
I may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit , poor Bassianus' grave. 
I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart, Nor I no strength to climb without thy help. 

Quin, Thy hand once more : I will not loose again , 
Till thou art here aloft , or I below. 
Thou canst not come to me ; I come to thee. [Falls in. 

Enter Saturninus a;u2 Aaron. 

Sat, Along with me : — 1 11 see what hole is here ,- 
And what he is that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend. 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart, The ux&appy son of old Andronicus , 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour , 
Xo fiad thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat, My brother dead ! I know, thou dost but jest: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge , 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
*X is not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart, We know not where you left him all alive , 
But, out alas! here have we found him dead. 

^;zfer Tamora , vnth Attendants : Titus Andronicus , and 

Lucius. 

Tam, Where is my lord , the king? 

Sat, Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing grief. 

Tam, Where is thy brother Bassianus? 

Sat, Now to the bottom dost thou search my wound : 
l^oor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam* Then, all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

[Giving a Letter, 
The complot of this timeless tragedy; 
And wonder greatly , that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 
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Sat [Reads,] '* An if we miss to meet him handsomely, 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus 't is , we mean, — > 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him. 
Thou know'st our meaning : look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree , 
Which overshades the mouth of that same pit , 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do this , and purchase us thy lasting friends." 
0, Tamora! was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 
Look , Sirs, if you can 6nd the huntsman out. 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here, 

Jar. My gracious lord , here is the bag of gold. 

iShowin^ 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Titus] fell curs of bloody k 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. — 
Sirs , drag them from the pit unto the prisou: 
There let them bide , until we have devis'd 
Som e never-hear d-of torturing pal n for them . 

Tarn, What! are they in this pit? O wondrous thing! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit High emperor, upon my fe^le knee 
I beg this boon with tears not lightly shed ; 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons , 
Accursed , if the fault be prov'd id them , — 

Sat If it be prov'd! you see, it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter? Tamora , was it you ? 

Tarn* Andronicushimselfdidtakeitup. 

Tit I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail ; 
For by my father's reverend tomb , I vow , 
They shall be ready at your highness' wi}>. 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat Thou shalt not bail them: see, thoufoUowme. 
Some bring the murder'd body , some the murderers : 
Let them not speak a word , the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death ,., 
That end upon them shoxMY^^eiftcxxV.^^. 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 31 

« 
Tarn. Andronicus, I will entreat the king: 
Fear not thy sons , they shall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius,, come; staf not to talk with them. 

[Exeunt severally. 

SCENE V. 

The Same. 

Enter Dbmbtrius and Chiron, toith Layinia, ravished; her 
Hands cut off J and her Tongue cut out. 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 't was that cut thy tongue , and raTish*d thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so ; 
And, ifthy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can scrowl. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash ; 
And so let 's leave her to her silent waUts. 

Chi* An 't were my ease , I should go hang myself. 

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[Exeunt Obmbtbivs and Chiron. 

Wind Horns.. Enter Marcus , firom hunting. 
Mar. Who 's this , — my niece , that flies away so fieist? 
Cousin, awDrd: where is your husband? — 
If I do dream , 'would all my wealth would wake me I 
If I do wake , some planet strike me down , 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! — 
Speak, gentle niece, what stem ungentle hands> 
Havelopp'd, andhew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ; those sweet ornaments , 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in , 
And might not gain so great a happiness , 
As half thy love? Why dost not speak to me? — 
Alas! a crimson river of warm blood. 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind ,. 
Both rise and fall between thy rosed lips , 
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Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But , sure , some Tereus hath defloured thee , 

And , lest thou should'st detect him , cut thy tongue. 

Ah ! now thou turn'st away thy face for shame ; 

And , notwithstanding all this loss of blood , — 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts , — 

Yet do thy cheeks look red, as Titan's face 

Blushing to be encountered with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee? shall I say, 'tis so? 

O! that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast, 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind. 

Sorrow concealed , ^ like an oven stopp'd , 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela , she but lost her tongue , 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind ; 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee : 

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met. 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off , 

That could have better sew'd than Philomel* 

! had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble , like aspen leaves , upon a lute , 

And make the silken strings deljght to kiss them , 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life ; 

Or , had he heard the heavenly harmony , 

Which that sweet tongue hath made , 

He would have dropp'd his knife , and fell asleep , 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come; let us go, and make thy father blind ; 

For such a sight will blind a father^s eye. 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 

Do not draw back , for we will mourn with thee : 

, Could our mourning ease thy misery ! 



lExiU 



« 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Rome. A Street. 

ter Senators, JHbunetf and Officers qf Justice, vfith Martius 
tn^QuiKTUs, bound, passing on to the Place <{f Execution^ 
\!iTVS going bqfore, pleading » 

Tit, Hear me, grave fathers! noble Tribunes, stay I 

-pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 

dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 

' all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 

' all the frosty nights that I have watch'd ; 

d for these bitter tears , which now you see 

ling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

pitiful to my condenmed sons , 

lose souls are not corrupted as 't is thought, 

* two and twenty sons I never wept, 

;ause they died in honour's lofty bed : 

'these, Uiese, tribunes, in the dust I write 

lTkrou>ing himself on tlie ground. 
heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
. my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 
sons* sweet blood will nuke it shame and blush. 

[Exeunt Senators , IHbunes,&e., toith the Prisoners. 
arth! I will befriend thee more with rain, 
It shall distil from these two ancient urns , 
in youthful April shall with all his showers : 
summer's drought , I '11 drop upon thee still ; 
winter , with warm tears I '11 melt the snow , 
d keep eternal spring-time on thy face , 
thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Lucius , with his Sword drawn. 

reverend tribunes! O, gentle, aged men! 
bind my sons , reverse the doom of death ; 
d let me say , that never wept before , < 

tears wre noFpreraiiing orators. 
V. ^"^ 
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Luc, O, noble father! you lament in vain : 
The tribunes hear you not , no man is by , 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit, Ah , Lucius ! for thy brothers let mc plead. — 
Grave tribunes , once more I entreat of you. 
' Luc, My gracious lord , no tribune hears you speak. 

Tit, Why, 'tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or if they did mark , 
They would not pity me , yet plead I must , 
And bootless unto them. 
Therefore , I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 
Who , though they cannot answer my distress , 
Yet in some sort they are better than the tribunes , 
For that they will not intercept my tale. [Rii 

When I do weep , they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears , and seem to weep with me ; 
And were they but attired in grave weeds , 
Ronie could afford no tribune like to these. 
A stone is soft as wax , tribunes more hard than stones ; 
A stone is silent , and offendeth not , 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
Rut wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc, To rescue my two brothers from their death ; 
For which attempt the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit, O happy man I they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive , 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers? 
Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey , 
Rut me and mine : hew happy art thou, then, 
From these devourers to be banished? 
Rut who comes with our brother Marcus here? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar, Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to we^; 
Or, it not so y thy noble heart to break : 
I bring consuming sorrow to l\i\tie «i%^% 
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Tit, WillitcoQsnmeme? let me see it , then. 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit» Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Luc. Ah me I this object kills ma. 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her. -^ 
Speak, Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea , 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burniDg Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st. 
And now , like Nllus , it disdaineth bounds. — 
Give me a sword , I '11 chop off my hands too , 
For they have fought for Rome , and all in vain , 
And they have nurs'd this woe , in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up , 
And they have serv'd me to effectless use : 
Now , all the service I require of them 
Is , that the one will help to cut the other. — 
lis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands , 
For hands to do Rome service are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr'd thee? 

Mar. 0! that delightfxd engine of her thoughts. 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing eloquence , 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage , 
Where , like a sweet melodious bird , it sung 
Sweet varied notes , enchanting every ear. 

Lmc, O ! say thou for her , who hath done this deed? 

Mar* 0! thus I found her straying in the park , 
Seeking U> hide herself, as doth the deer , 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and be that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more , than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock , 
Environed with a wilderness of sea; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wive , 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Yfbl ifi Ms brinish bow^s swallow him. 
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This way to death my wretched sons are gone , 
Here stands my other son , a banish'd man , 
And here my brother , weeping at my woes ; 
But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn , 
Is dear Layinia , dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in tUs plight. 
It would have madded me ; what shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so? 
Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears , 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thoe : 
Thy husband he is dead ; and for his death , 
Thy brothers are condemn'd , and dead by this. 
Look, Marcus; ah! son Lucius, look on her: 
When I did name her brothers , then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks , as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost withered. 

Mar, Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd 

band ; 
Perchance , because she knows them innocent. 

Tit, Ifthey did kill thy husband, then be joyful, 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them* — 
No, no, they wouldnotdosofouladeed; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia , let me kiss thy lips , 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease. 
Shall thy good uncle , and thy brother Lucius , 
And thou , and I , sit round about some fountain , 
Looking all downwards , to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd , like meadows yet not dry. 
With miry slime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long , 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness , 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 
Or shall we cut away out hands , like thine ! 
Or shall we bite our tongiMS > mA Vti ^xssD^i ^^^% 
Pass (he remainder o! out\i*SAtxii^«^^'l 
What shaU we do? let us , l\iaX\M«^ wa x^xv^'t^ . 
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Plot some device of farther misery, 

To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 

Luc, Sweet father, cease yoar tears ; for at your grief , 
See , how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience , dear niece. — Good Titus , dry thine eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcus y Marcus! brother, well I wot. 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine , 
For thou, poor man, hast drown'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, myLavinia! I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her signs. 
Had she a tongue to speak , now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee : 
His napkin , with his true tears all bewet , 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O ! what a sympathy of woe is this ; 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss. 

Enter KxfiO^. 

Aar. Titus Andronicus , my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word , — that , if thou love thy sons » 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you , chop on your hand , 
And send it to the king : he for the same , 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive , 
And that shall be the ransom for their faidt. 

TU, , gracious emperor ! , gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise? 
With all my heart , I '11 send the emperor my hand* 
Crood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father! for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the torn. 
My youth can better spare my blood than you^ 
And there/ore mine shall save my brolYiets* ^^^%* 

Mar. Which ofyow hands hatli not deteoAfc^"^^^^ •» 
Aadrear'd aloft the bloodj battle-aie ^ 
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WritiDg destruction on the enemy's castle? 
O! none ofboth but are of high desert. 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death , 
Then , have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar, Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar, My hand shall go. 

Luc, By heaven, it.shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more : such withered herbs as these 
Are meet for plucking up , and therefore mine. 

hue. Sweet father, ifl shall be thought thy son. 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And , for our father's sake , and mother's care , 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

TiU Agree between you ; I will spare my hand. 

Luc. Then I '11 go fetch an axe. 

Mar* But I will use the axe. 

{Exeunt Lucius a-nd Marc 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I '11 deceive them both : 
Lend me thy hand , and I will give thee mine. 

Aar. If that be call'd deceit , I will be honest , 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But 1 '11 deceive you in another sort , 

And that you '11 say , ere halfan hour pass. \Av^ 

[He cuts q^TiTUs's Ha 

Re-enter Lucius andTAA.RCV8. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife : what shall be, is despatched 
Good Aaron , give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him , it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers. Bid him bury it : 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price ; 
And jet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

^ar. I go, Andromcus; wid.t^x^'^^wsA^ 
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Look by and by to have thy^ons with thee. 

[y^<t</e.] Their heads , I mean. — O, how this villainy 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace , 

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. lExit. 

Tit. 0! here I lift this one hand up to heaven , 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears , 

To that I call. — What ! wilt thou kneel with me? [To Layikia. 
Do then , dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our prayers , 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim , 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar, 01 brother, speak with possibilities. 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep , having no bottom? 
Then , be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar, But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries , 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heaven doth weep , doth not the earth overflow? 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad , 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swoln face? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil? 
I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin , I the earth : 
Then , must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then, must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd. 
For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes , 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then, give me leave, for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Messenger ^ with Two Heads and a Hand. 

Mess. Worthy Andronicus , ill art thou repaid 
"For that good band thou sent'st the empeioi. 
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Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 

And here 's thy hand , in scorn to thee sent back : 

Thy griefs their sports , thy resolution mock'd » 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes , 

More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit, 

Mar, Now, let hot iGtna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne. 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal , 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc, Ah , that this sight should make so deep a wound, 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let life bear his name , 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[LATHf lA kisses htm. 

Mar, Alas, poor heart! that kiss is comfortless , 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit, When will this fearful slumber have an end? 

Mar, Now, farewell, flattery: die, Andronieus. 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons' heads; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish'd son , with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image , cold and numb. 
Ah I now no more will I control my griefs. 
Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still? 

Tit, Ha, ha, ha! 

Mar, Why dost thou laugh? it fits not with this hour. 

7V^ Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy , 
And would usurp upon my watery eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary teai% ; 
Then , which way shall I And t<&xen^'s cave? 
For thesct two heads do seemlo s^^^^v^t^^ > 
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And threat me , I shall never come to bliss , 

Till all these mischiefs be returned again , 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Come , let me see what task I have to do. — 

Ton heavy people , circle me aboat , 

That I may tarn me to each one of you , 

And swear nnto my soul to right yonr wrongs. — 

The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head; 

And in this hand the other will I bear : 

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these things ; 

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight: 

Thou art an exile , and thou must not stay. 

Hie to the Goths , and raise an army there ; 

And, ifyouloveme, as I think you do , 

Let 's kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

[ExeimtTirvij Marcus, omf Lavikia. 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father; 
The woeful'st man that ever liv'd in Rome. 
Farewell, proud Rome: till Lucius come again , 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister; 
, would thou wert as thou 'to'fore hast beeni 
But now nor Lucius , nor Lavinia lives , 
But in oblivion , and hateful griefs. 
If Lucius live , he will requite your wrongs , 
And make proud Saturnine , and his empress , 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Goths , and raise a power , 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. lExit. 

SCENE II. 

A Room in Titus's House. A Banquet set out. 

Enter Tirvs, Marcus, Lattoia, and young Lvcivb , a Boy. 

Tit. So, so, now sit; and look, you e&l uo moii^ 
Than w/U preserve just so much strength in ua 
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As will reveDge these bitter woes of ours. 

MarMis, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot : 

Thy niece and I , poor creatures , want our hands , 

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery , 

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh , 

Then, thus I thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe , that thus dost talk in signs , [7b Latiku 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 

Or get some little knife between thy teeth , 

And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall , 

May run into that sink , and soaking in , 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fie , brother, fie ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such Yiolent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit, How now! has sorrow made thee dote already? 

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 

What violent hands can she lay on her life? 

Ah ! wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands? 

To bid ^neas tell the tale twice o'er, 

How Troy was burnt , and he made miserable? 

O! handle not the theme , to talk of hands. 

Lest we remember still , that we have none. 

Fie, fie! how franticly I square my talk ! 

As if we should forget we had no hands , 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands. — 

Come, let's fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this. — 

Here is no drink. Hark, Marcus, what she says; 

I can interpret all her martyr'd signs : 

She says , she drinks no other drink but tears , 

Bre'Sf*^ with her sorrow , mesb'd u^on her cheeks. — 

Speechless complaincr , 1 w\\V\^Mti VJk^ ^w\^\ 



v^ 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 43 

Lhy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
begging hermits in their holy prayers : 
3u Shalt not sigh , nor hold Uiy stamps to heaven , 
rwink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
1 1 of these will wrest an alphabet , 
d by still practice learn to know thy meaning. 
Boy, Good grandsire . leave these bitter deep laments : 
ke my annt merry with some pleasing tale. 
Mar. Alas! the tender boy , in passion mov'd, 
th weep to see his grandsire's heaviness. 
Tit, Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of tears, 
d tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the Dish with a Knife, 
lat dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife? 
Mar, Atthatthatlhavekill'd, my lord — a fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'st my heart ; 
le eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
[eed of death , done on the innocent , 
;omes not Titus' brother. Get thee gone ; 
!e , thou art not for my company. 
Mar, Alas! my lord, I have but kiird a fly. 
Tit, But how, if that fly had a father and mother, 
w would he hang his slender gilded wings , 
1 buz lamenting doings in the air ? 
)x harmless fly ! 

it with his pretty buzzing melody, 
ne here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'd him. 
Mar, Pardon me, Sir: itwasablackili-favour'dfly, 
e to the empress' Moor; therefore, Ikill'dhim. 
Tit. 0, 0, 0! 

in pardon me for reprehending thee , 
thou hast done a charitable deed, 
e me thy knife , I will insult on him ; 
ttering myself, as if it were the Moor 
ae hither purposely to poison me. — 
ire 's for thyself , and that 's for Tamora. Ah, sirrah. I — 
J think we are not brought so low , 
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Bat that between as we can kill a fly , 

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar, Alas , poor man ! grief has so wroag^t on him , 
He takes false shadows for trae substances. 

Tit. Come, takeaway. — Lavinia, go with me: 
I 'U to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me: thy sight is yoang, 
And thoa shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. [Exemt 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The Same. Before Titus's Hoase. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. Tlien enter young Lucius , Jjljisia 

running q/ter him. 

Boy, Help, grandsire, help! my aant Lavinia 
Follows me every where , I know not why. — 
Good uncle Marcus , see how swift she comes ! 
Alas! sweet aunt j I know not what you mean. 

Mar, Stand by me, Lucius: do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my &ther was in Rome , she did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by Uiese signs? 

Tit, Fear her not, Lucius: — somewhat doth she mean. 
See , Lucius , see , how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy! Cornelia neverwith more care 
Read to her sons , than she hath read to thee , 
Sweet poetry , and TuUy's Orator. 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some fit, or frenzy do possess her; 
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft , 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 
And I haye read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorro'V : Oial iiwjAfc taa xa l^ax % 
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Although, my lord, I know, myoobleaunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did , 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth ; 
Which made me down to throw my books , and fly , 
Causeless, perhaps. But pardon me, sweet aunt; 
And, Madam, ifmy uncle Marcus go, 
I wiU most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

[Layinia turns over the books %ohich Lucius had let 
fall. 

Tit, How now, Lavinia ! — Marcus, what means this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see. — 
Which is it, girl, of these? — Open them, boy. — 
But thou art deeper read , and better skill'd ; 
Come , and take choice of all my library , 
And 80 beguile thy sorrow , till the heavens 
Eeveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. — 
What book? 
Why lifts she up her arms in seqiAnce thus? 

Mar. I think, she means, that there was ibore than one 
Confederate in the fact. — Ay, more there was ; 
Or else to heaven she heaves them to revenge. 

Tit, Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 

Boy, Grandsire, 't is Ovid's Metamorphosis : 
My mother gav't me. 

Mar, For love of her that 's gone , 

Perhaps, she cull'd it from among the rest. 

Tit, Soft! so busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her: whatwould she find? — Lavinia, shall I read? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel , 
And treats of Tereus' treason , and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, see! note, how she quotes the leaves. 

Tit, Lavinia, wert thou thus surpriz'd , sweet girl, 
Bavish'd and wrong'd , as Philomela was , 
Forced in the ruthless, vast» and gloomy woods? — 
See, seei — 
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Ay, such a place there is , where we did hunt, 
(0, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Patterned by that the poet here describes , 
By nature made for murders , and for rapes. 

Mar. O! why should nature build so foul a den , 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 

Tit, Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none but frien 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine , as Tarquin erst , 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece* bed? 

Mar. Sit down , sweet niece : — brother , sit down by r 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me , that I may this treason find ! -^ 
My lord , look here ; — look here , Lavinia : 
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst. 
This after me. \He writes his Name vnth his Stqff^ and i 

it vtith Feet and Mouth. 
I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curs'd be that heart , that forc'd us to this shift ! -^ 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at last. 
What God will have discover*d for revenge. 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain , 
That we may know the traitors , and the truth ! 

[She takes the Stqff in her Mouth , and guides i 
her Stumps, and writes. 

Tit. O! do you read, my lord, what she hath "writ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — DemeUnus. 

Mar. What, what! — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous , bloody deed? 

Tit. Magnidominatorpoli, 
Tarn lentus audis sceleraf tarn lentus videsf 

Mar. 0! calm thee, gentle lord, although, Iknow^, 
There is enough written upon this earth , 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts , 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down wU!hm^\ VvtVcA^, Vx^^^^ 
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ind kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope , 
^nd swear with me , — as with the wofal feere , 
ind father , of that chaste disbonour'd dame , 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape , — 
rhat we will prosecute , by good advice, 
f^Iortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
^d see their blood , or die with this reproach. 

Tit. 'T is sure enough, an you knew how; 
Btit if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware: 
The dam will wake , and if she wind you once , 
She 's with the lion deeply still in league , 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back ; 
And when he sleeps will she do what she list. 
You 're a young huntsman : Marcus, let it alone; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 
And with a gad of steel will write these words , 
And lay it by. The angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands , like Sybil's leaves , abroad, 
And Where's your lesson then? — Boy, what say you? 

Boy, I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy father hath 'full oft 
For his ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, and if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, I '11 fit thee: and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to sent them both. ^ 

Come , come ; thou 'It do thy message , wilt thou not? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; I '11 teach thee another course. 
Lavinia, come. — Marcus , look to my house : 
Lucius and I 'U go brave it at the court; 
Ay, marry, will we, Sir; and we '11 be waited on. 

[i?d;e2in^ Titus, LATiKiiL^ and B^^« 

Mar. Obeayeas! canyouhear af^oodrnMi^^^u^ 
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And not relent , or not compassion him ? 

Marcus , attend him in his ecstacy , 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart,' 

Than foe^men's marks upon his batter'd shield; 

But yet so just , that he will not revenge. — 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! [Exit. 

SCENE IL 
The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Aaron, Demetrius, and Chiron, at one Door; at an- 
other Door, ^otmg* Lucius , and an Attendant, wUhaBwndU 
of ITeapons , and Ferses writ upon them. 

Chi, Demetrius, here 's the son of Lucius ; 
He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad grandfather. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may , 
I greet your honours from Andronicus ; ^ 
lAside.l And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. 

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius. What's the news? 

Boy. [Aside.} That you are both deciphered , that 's the news, 
For villains mark'd with rape. [To tfietn.] May it please you , 
Mygrandsire, welladvis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury. 
To gratify your honourable youth , 
The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say , 
And so I do , and with his gifts present 
Tour lordships , that whenever you have need , 
Tou may he armed and appointed well. 
And so I leave you both , [Aside."] like bloody villains. 

{Exeunt Boy and Attendant* 

Dem. What's here? A scroll, and written round aboutT 
Let 's see ; 

Integer vitcs , scelerisque purus , 
Non eget Mauri jaculis , nee arcu. 

Chi. 0! 'tis a verse in Horace. I know it well: 
I read it in the gFammailou^ ^^o. 
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Aar. Ay , just ! — a verse in Horace ; •— right , you have it. 
ideJ\ Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
*e 's no sound jest ! the old man hath found their guilt , 
i sends them weapons wrapp*d about with lines , 
it wound , beyond their feeling, to the quick ; 
. were our witty empress well a-foot, 
I would applaud Andronicus' conceit : 
let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 
them,] And now, young lords , was 't not a happy star 
I us to Rome, strangers, and more than so , 
itives , to be advanced to this height? 
id me good, before the palace ga^ 
brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 
Dem, But me more good, to see so great a lord 
ely insinuate , and send us gifts. 
Aar» Had he not reason, lord Demetrius? 
you not use his daughter very friendly? 
Dem. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 
Chi, A charitable wish, and full of love. 
Aar, Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 
Chi, And that would she for twenty thousand more. 
Dem, Come, let us go, and pray to all the gods 
our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given us over. 

[Trumpeti ttnmd, 
Dem, Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish thus? 
Chi. Belike, for joy ^e emperor hath a son. 
Dem, Soft! who comes here? ^ 

Enter a Nurse , with a Black-a-moor Child in her Arms. 

Nvr, Good morrow 9 lords. 0! tell me, did you see - 

on the Moor. 

Aar. Well, more, or less, or ne'er a whit at all , 

e Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now? 

Nur, gentle Aaron ! We are all undone. 

V help , or woe betide thee evennoTe I 
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Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep. 
What dost thoa wrap and fumble in thine arms? 

NvT. O! that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empress' shame , and stately Rome's disgrace. — 
She is deliver'd , lords; she is deliyer'd. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nxjor. I mean she 's brought to bed. 

Aar. WeH, God 

Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her? 

Nur. A devil. 

Aar» Why, then she 's the devil's dam : a joyful issue. 

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue. 
Here is the babe , as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee , thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger^s point. 

Aar, Zounds, ye whore! is black so base a hue? — 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom , sure. 

2>em. Villain, what hast thou done? 
» Aar, That which thou canst not undo. 

Chi, Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar, Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance , and damn'd her loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi, It shall not live. 

Aar, It shall not die. 

Nur, Aaron, it must: the mother wills it so. 
^ Aar, What! must it, nurse? then let no man but I , 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Dem, I *11 broach the tadpole on my rapier's point. 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon despatch it. 

Aar, Sooner this sword shall plow thy bowels up. 

iTakes the Child from the Nvne, anddrwt* 
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother? 
Now , hj the burning Upet^ ot \!fckft s!p5 ^ 
That Bhone so brigUi^ ^Viftu\\sis\»^^^^%^> 
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He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point, 

That touches this my first-bom son and heir. 

I tell you, younglings, not £nceladus , 

With all his threatening band of Typhon's brood. 

Nor great Alcides , nor the god of war , 

Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 

What, what, ye sanguine, shaUow-hearted boys ! 

Te white-lim'd walls ! ye alehouse painted signs ! 

Coal-black is better than another hue , 

In that it scorns to bear another hue ; 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can neyer turn the swan's black legs to white , 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood. , 

Tell the empress from me , I am of age 

To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ? 

j4ar. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe , 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever shamed. 

Chi, Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Nur, The emperor in his rage will doom her death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 

Aar, Why, there 's the privilege your beauty bears; 
Fie, treacherous hue! that will betray with blushing \ 

The close enacts and counsels of the heart : 
Here 's a young lad fram'd of another leer. 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father. 
As who should say, '* Old lad, I am thine own." 
He is your brother, lords, sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
And, from that womb , where you imprison'd were , 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he is your brother by the surer side, 
AMbovgh my seal be stamped in his face. 
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Nur, Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress? 

Dem, Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice : 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar, Then sit we down, and let us all consult 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 
Keep there; now talk at pleasure of your safety. \Th$ytU, 

Dem, How many women saw this child of his ? 

Aar, Why, so, brave lords: when we join in league, 
I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor ,. 
The chafed boar , the mountain lioness , 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms^ — 
But say again , how many saw the child? 

Nur, Cornelia the midwife , and myself; 
And no one else, but the delivered empress. 

Aar, The empress, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel , when the third's away. 
Go to the empress ; tell her , this I said. — 

[Stabbing her: sheseream. 
Weke , weke ! — so cries a pig , prepared to the spit. 

Dem, What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore did'st thou this? 

Aar, Olord! Sir, H is a deed of policy. 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours , 
A iong-tongu'd babbling gossip? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives , my countryman; 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed. 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him , and give the mother gold , 
And tell them both the circumstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be advanced ; 
And be received for the emperor's heir , 
And substituted in the place of mine , 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court , 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Harkye , Jords ; ye see , I have %iven her physic , 
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And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms. 

This done, see that you take no longer days, 

But send the midwife presently to me: 

The midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 

Then , let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi, Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem, For this care of Tamora , 

Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 

{Exeunt Dbm. and Chi. bearing off the Nurse, 

Aar, Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies ; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms , 
And secretly to greet the empress' friends. — 
Come on , you thick-lipp'd slave ; I 'U bear you hence , 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
I '11 make you feed on berries and on roots , 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat , 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Ewit with the Child, 

SCENE III. 

The Same. A public Place. 

Enter Titus, bearing Arrows , with Letters on the ends qfthem; 
toith him Harcjj 8 f yotmg Lxjcivs, and other Gentlemen^ with 
Bows. 

Tit, Come, Marcus, come. — Kinsmen, this is the way. — 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery : 
Look ye draw home enough , and 't is there straight. 
Terras Astrma reliquit: 

Be you remember'd Marcus, she's gone, she's fled. 
Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean , and cast your nets ; 
Happily you may catch her in the sea , 
Yet tiiere 's as little justice as at land. «— 
No; Pnhiiiis And Sempronius , youmusXdo\V.\ 
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'T is you mast dig with mattock , and with spade , 

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then , when you come to Plato's region , 

I pray yoa, deliver him this petition ; 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid. 

And that it comes from old Andronicns , 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 

Ah, Rome! — Well, well; I made thee miserable. 

What time I threw the people's suffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. — 

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all , 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd : 

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence , 

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar, 0, Publius! is not this a heavy case , 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract? 

Pub, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns , 
By day and night t' attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may , 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar, Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join vnth the Groths; and with revengeftil war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude , 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit, Publius, how now! how now, my masters! What! 
Have you met with her? 

Pub, No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word , 
If you will have revenge from hell , you shall. 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ'd , 
He thinks with Jove in heaven , or somewhere else , 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

7\Y. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 
I '11 dive into the burning lake below , 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
Marcus, we are but shrubs , no cedars we; 
No big-bon'd men , fram'd of the Cyclops' size , 
Bat metal, Marcus, steel lol\ifeNftrj\i^^\ 
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Y et wruDg with wrongs , more than our backs can bear : 
And , sith there 's no justice in earth nor hell , 
We will solicit heaven , and move the gods , 
To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs. 
Come , to this gear. You are a good archer , Marcus. 

[He gives them the Arrows. 
Ad Jovem , that 's for you : -^ here , ad Apollinem : — 
Ad Martem , that 's for myself: — 
Here, boy, to Pallas: — here, to Mercury: 
So Saturn , Caius , not to Saturnine ; 
You were as good to shoot against the wind. -^ 
To it, boy: Marcus, loose, when I bid. 
Of my word , I have written to effect; 
There 's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. \They shoot. "] 0, well said, Lucius! 
Good boy, in Tirgo's lap : give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon : 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done? 
See, seel thou hast shot offone of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This was the sport, my lord: when Publius shot, 
The bull, being gaird, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram*s horns in the court ; 
And who should find them but the empress' villain. 
She laugh'd , and told the Moor, he should not choose 
Bat give them to his master for a present. 

Tit. Why, there it goes: God give his lordship joy* 

Enter the Clown ^ with a Basket and Two Pigeons. 

News! news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? 
Shall I have justice? what says Jupiter? 

Clo. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he says, that he hath taken 
them down again, for the man must not be hauled UUL\!QL^\i!^«^. 
veek. 
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Tit, But what says Jupiter, I ask thee 7 

Clo, Alas , Sir ! I know not Jupiter : I never drank with him 
in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thon the carrier? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir; nothing else. 

Tit, Why, didst thou not come from heaven? 

Clo, From heaven? alas. Sir! I never came there. God 
forhid , I should be so bold to press to heaven in my young days. 
Why, I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, totalie 
up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one of th$ emperial's 
men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for year 
oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the emperor from yon. 

Tit Tell me , can you deliver an oration to the emperor with 
a grace? 

Clo» Nay, truly. Sir, I could never say grace in all my life. 

Tit» Sirrah, come hither. Make no more ado , 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou shall have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold: — meanwhile, here 's money for thy charges. 
Give me pen and ink. — 
Sirrah , can you with a grace deliver a supplication? 

Clo. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And when yon 
come to him , at the first approach , you must kneel ; then kiss kfe 
foot ; then deliver up your pigeons, and then look for your reward. 
I '11 be at hand , Sir; see you do it bravely. 

Clo, I warrant you, Sir; let me alone. 

Tit, Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let me see it. — 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration , 
For thou hast made It like an humble suppliant. — 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor. 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo, God be with you , Sir: I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. — Publius, follow me. 
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SCENE IV. 

The Same. Before the Palace. 

!!nter Saturnimus, Tamora, Dbmbtrius, Chiron, Lords 
and Others: Saturninus with the Arrows in his Hand that 
Tnvashot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ! Was eyer seen 
In emperor of Rome thus overborne, 
Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
)f equal justice , us'd in such contempt? 
if y lords, you know, asdothemightfulgods, 
However these disturbers of our peace 
)uz in the people's card) there nought hath pass'd , 
)ut even with law , against the wilful sons 
)f old Andronlcus. And what an if 
lis sorrows have so overwhelmed his wits , 
^hall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks , 
lis fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness? 
Ind now he writes to heaven for his redress : 
)ee , here 's to Jove , and this to Mercury ; 
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war ; 
^weet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
^hat 's this but libelling against the senate , 
Ind blazoning our injustice every where? 
i goodly humour, is it not, my lords? 
Is who would say, in Rome no justice were. 
3at if I live, his feigned ecstacies 
9hall be no shelter to these outrages; 
3ut he and his shall know, that justice lives 
[n Saturninus' health ; whom , if she sleep , 
le '11 so awake , as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives. 

Tarn, My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life , commander of my thoughts , 
Calm thee , and bear the faults of Titus' age , 
rh' effects of sorrow for his^raliant sons , 
Whose }oss hatb pierc *d him deep , and sc&tt* ^\A%\i<%M\\ 
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And rather comfort his distressed plight , 

Thaa prosecute the meanest , or the best , 

For these contempts* [Aside,] Why, thus it shall become 

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all : 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick ; 

Thy life-blood out. If Aaron now be wise , 

Then is all safe , the anchor's in the port. — 

Enter Clown, 

How now, good fellow! would'st thou speak with us 7 

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial. 

Tarn* Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clo, *T is he. — God , and saint Stephen , give you good den. 
I have brought you a letter , and a couple of pigeons here. 

[Saturminus readi the Letter. 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 

Clo. How much money must I have? 

Tarn, Come, sirrah; you must be hang'd. 

Clo, Hang'd ! By'r lady , then I have brought up a neck to a 
fair end. [Exit , guarded. 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villainy? 
I know from whence this same device proceeds. 
May this be borne? — as if his traitorous sons , 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully. — 
Go , drag the villain hither by the hair : 
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege. — 
For this proud mock , 1 11 be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch , that holp'st to make me great , 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^Emilius. 
What news with thee , iEmilius? 

AEmil, Arm, my lords! Rome never had more cause. 
The Groths have gather'd head , and with a power 
Of high-resolved men , bent to the spoil , 
They hither march amaiu , xui^^t c^xi^wkX 
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Of Lucius , son to old Andronicus ; 

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is \(rarlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head , 
As flowers with frost , or grass beat down with storms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach, 
rr is he the common people love so much: 
Myself hath often heard them say , 
"When I have walked like a private man , 
That Lucius* banishment was wrongfully , 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor. 

Tom, Why should you fear? is not our city strong? 

Sat, Ay , but the citizens favour Lucius , 

And will revolt from me to succour him. 

Tarn, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name* 

Is the sun dimm'd , that gnats do fly in it? 

The eag^e suffers little birds to sing , 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 

Knowing that with the shadow of his wings , 

He can at pleasure stint their melody : 

Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy spirit; for know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus , 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous , 
Than baits to fish , or honey-stalks to sheep , 
When as the one is wounded with the bait. 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son for us. 
Tarn, If Tamora entreat him , then he will; 
for I can smooth , and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises , that were his heart 
Alaiost impregnable , his old ears deaf, 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before , be our embassador : ^To f&ax\xc^^. 

Sajr ihat the emperor requests a parley 
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Of warlike Lncius , and appoint the meeting , 
Even at his father's house , the old Andronicus. 

Sat, i£milius, do this message honourably : 
And if he stand in hostage for his safety , 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 

JSmil. Yoar bidding shall I do effectuaUy. lExU ^muui. 

Tom. Now will I to that old Andronicus , 
And temper him with all the art I have , 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again , 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat, Then go successfully, and plead to him. [Eanad. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 
Plains near Rome. 

Enter Lr ci us , and an Army qf Goths , vfith Drum and Cohun* 

Luc, Approved warriors , and my faithful friends , 
I have received letters from great Rome , 
Which signify what hate they bear their emperor. 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness , 
Imperious , and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And , wherein Rome hath done you any scath , 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

i Goth, Brave slip , sprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort; 
Whose high exploits , and honourable deeds , 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt , 
Be bold in us : we 'U follow where thou lead'st^ 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day , 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng'd on cursed TuoiQi^. 

Ootfis. And, asbeaa\\Xi,so^^'«^^^^\aM^. 
Luo. I humbly tbauk \i\m , m^^^ v\i«J«.^wi.^- 
But who comes here , Udb^ tkVwsXi ^^VSa.1 ^ 
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Enter a Goth, leading Aaron , with his Child in his Arms. 

2 Goth. Renowned Lncins , from oar troops I stray'd , 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building , suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall. 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controlled with this discourse : — 
** Peace , tawny slave ; half me , and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art , 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look , 
Tillain , thou might'st have been an emperor : 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white , 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace!" — even thus he rates the babe, — 
** For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 
Who , when he knows thou art the empress' babe , 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake." 
With this, my weapon drawn , I rush'd upon him , 
Surpris'd him suddenly , and brought him hither , 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc, worthy Goth! this is the incarnate devil , 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye , 
And here 's the base fruit of his burning lust. — 
Say , wall-ey'd slave , whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 
AVhy dost not speak? What! deaf? not a word? 
A halter , soldiers ! hang him on this tree , 
AjDd by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy; he is of royal blood. 

Lite. Too like the sire for ever being good. — 
Tirst, hang the child , that he may see it sprawl ; 
A sight to vex the father's soul withal. 

Aar. Get me a ladder. — Lucius , save tih« chM\ 
And hear it from me to the empress. 
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If thou do this , I '11 show thee wond'roas things , 

That highly may advantage thee to hear : 

If then wUt not , befall what may befall , 

I '41 speak no more ; bnt vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc. Say on; and ifit please me which thou speak'st. 
Thy child shall live , and I will see it nourish'd. 

Aar, An if it please thee ? why , assure thee , Lucias , 
'T will vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 
For I must Udk of murders , rapes , and massacres , 
Acts of black night , abominable deeds , 
Complots of mischief, treason, villainies 
Ruthful to hear , yet piteously performed : 
And this shall all be buried in my death , 
Unless thou swear to me , my child shall live. 

Luc, Tell on thy mind: Is^y, thy child shall live. 

Aar, Swear that he shall , and then I will begin. 

Luc. Whom should I swear by? thou believ'st no god : 
That granted , how canst thou believe an oath? 

Jar. What ifl do not, as, indeed, I do not; 
Yet , for 1 know thou art religious , 
And hast a thing within thee , called conscience , 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe , 
Therefore I urge thy oath : — for that , I know , 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god , 
And keeps the oath , which by that god he swears , 
To that 1 11 urge him. — Therefore , thou shalt vow 
By that same god , what god soe'er it be , 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence , 
To save my boy , to nourish , and bring him up , 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee , I will. 

Jar. First, know thou, I begot him on the empress. 

Luc. most insatiate , luxurious woman ! 

Jar. Tut! Lucius, this was but a deed of charity. 
To that which thou shall Yieat o^TSk^Mi^w. 
'T was her two sons tlial m\ii4w'^^w®i»a»&\ 
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They cut thy sister's tongue , and raTish'd her , 
And cut her hands , and trimm'd her as thou sav'st. 

Luc. 0, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trimming? 
Aar, Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and trimm'd; and 

'twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Lite. O, barbarous, beastly villains , like thyself! 
Aar, Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them. 
That codding spirit had they from their mother , 
As sure a card as ever won the set : 
That bloody mind , I think they leam'd df me , 
As true a dog as ever fought at head. 
Well , let my deeds be vntness of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that gnileftil hole , 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay; 
I wrote the letter that thy father found , 
And hid the gold , within the letter mentioned , 
Confederate vnth the queen , and her two sons ; 
And what not done , tbat thou hast cause to rue , 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand , 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart, 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall , 
When for his hand , he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears , and laugh'd so heartUy , 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the empress of this sport , 
She swooned almost at my pleasing tale , 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth, What! canst thou say all this, and never blush? 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 
Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ? 
* Aar, Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think. 
Few come within the compass of my curse) 
WbereJo I did not some DOtorious iU : 
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As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 
Ravish a maid , or plot the way to do it ; 
Accuse some innocent , and forswear myself; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on bams and hay-stacks in the night , 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from thdr graves , 
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors , 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins , as on the bark of trees , 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters , 
** Let not your sorrow die , though I am dead." 
Tut ! I have done a thousand dreadful things , 
As willingly as one would kill a fliy ; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed , 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Lite, Bring down the devil , for he must not die 
So sweet a death as hanging, presently. 

Aar, If there be devils, would I were a deyil , 
To live and burn in everlasting fire , 
So I might have your compare in hell , 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc, Sirs, stop his mouth , and let him speak no mc 

Enter a Goth. 
Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome , 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 

Enter ^Emilius. 
Welcome , iEmilius ! what 's the news from Rome? 

jEmil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 
And , for he understands you are in arms , 
He craves a parley at your father's house , 
WUliDg you to demand '^[oui host&%.es ^ 
And they shall be imme^uV^ ^^ncc'^. 
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1 Goth, What says our geaeral ? 

Luc, i£milius, let the emperor give his pledges 
[jDto my father and my uncle Marcus , 
iod we will come. — March ! away ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
Rome. Before Titus's House. 

Enter TAMOfLA^ Dbmbtrius, a/t^ Chiron, disguised. 

Tarn. Thus, in this strauge and sad habiliment, 
[ will encounter with Andronicus , 
And say, I am Revenge, sent from below , 
To join with him , and right his heinous wrongs. — 
Hjiocli at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge : 
Tell him , Revenge is come to join with him , 
knd work confusion on his enemies. ' [T^ey knock, 

Titus opens his study door. 

Tit, Who doth molest my contemplation ^ 
[s it your trick , to make me ope the door , 
rhat so my sad decrees may fly away , 
And all my study be to no effect? 
iTou are deceiv'd ; for what I mean to do , 
See here , in bloody lines I have set down , 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn, Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit, No; not a word. How can I grace my talk , 
Wanting a hand to give it action? 
rhou hast the odds of me; therefore no more. 

Tarn. Ifthou didst know me, thou would'st talk with me. 

Tit, I am not mad; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump , witness these crimson lines ; 
Witness these trenches made by grief and care; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night; 
Witness a]l sorrow, that I know thee i9e\\ 
IT, ^'^^ 
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For our proud empress , mighty Tamora. 
Is not thy coming for my other hand? 

Tarn. Know, thou sad man, I am not Tamora: 
She Is thy enemy, and I thy friend. 
I am Revenge ; sent from th' infernal kingdom , 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind , 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. ' 
Come down , and welcome me to this world's light ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death. 
There 's not a hollow cave , or lurking-place , 
No vast ohscurlly , or misty vale , 
Where hloody murder , or detested rape , 
Can couch for fear , hut I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name , 
Revenge , which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to me « 
To he a torment to mine enemies? 

Tarn, lam; therefore come down , and welcome me. 

Tit, Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo! hy thy side where Rape, and Murder, stand; 
Now , give some 'surance that thou art Revenge : 
Stah them , or tear them on thy chariot wheels , 
And then I '11 come , and he thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee two proper palfiries , black as jet , 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift awjay , 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads , 
I will dismount , and by the waggon wheel 
Trot like a servile footman all day long. 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
Until his very downfall in the sea : 
And day by day I 'U do this heavy task , 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn, These are m^ ism»&\«c& ^ Mid come with me. 
Tit, Are they \Sxi m\maX«%t '^YksX «^^Qms\ ^^^ 



« 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 67 

Tarn. Bape, and Harder; therefore called so , 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

Tit, Good lord! how like the empress* sons they are; 
4nd you , the empress : but we worldly men 
Save miserable , mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Bevenge ! now do I come to thee ; 

4Dd , if one arm's embracement will content thee , 

[ will embrace thee in it by and by. [Exit Titus. 

Tarn, This closing with him iits his lunacy. 
Whatever I forge , to feed his brain-sick Gts , 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches , 
For now he firmly takes me for Bevenge ; 
4nd being credulous in this mad thought, 

1 '11 make him send for Lucius , his son , 
4.nd , whilst I at a banquet hold him sure , 

I '11 find some cunning practice out of hand , 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths , 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See! here £e comes, and I must ply my theme. 

^n/cr Titus. 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn , and all for thee. 
Welcome , dread fury , to my woeful house. — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too. — 
Sow like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 
3ould not all hell afford you such a devil? 
Per, well I wot, the empress never wags , 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
ind would you represent our queen aright, 
[t were convenient you had such a devil. 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 

Tarn, What would'st thou have us do , Andronicus? 

Bern. Show me a murderer, 1 11 deal with him. 

Chi, Show me a villain that h&th done a iv^^ ^ 
knd J am sent to be re veoflr'd on hira. 
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Tarn, Show me a thousand that have done thee wrong , 
kxkd I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit, Look round about the wicked streets of Rome » 
And when thou find'st a man that 's like thyself. 
Good Murder , stab him : he 's a murderer. — 
Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee , 
Good Rapine , slab him : he is a ravisher. — 
Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's couri 
There is a queen , attended by a Moor : 
Well may 'st thou know her by thine own proportion , 
For up and down she doth resemble thee. 
I pray thee , do on them some violent death , 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson'd us : this shall we do. 
But would it please thee , good Andronicus , 
To send for Lucius , thy thrice valiant son , 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths , 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house , * 

When he is here , even at thy solemn feast , 
I will bring in the empress and her sons , 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes , 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel , 
And on them shall thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device? 

Tit, Marcus, my brother! — 't is sad Titus calls. 

• 

Enter WiJiCvs. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou shall inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me , and bring with him 
Some of the chiefesl princes of the Goths; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are. 
Tell him, the emperor, and the empress too , 
Feast at my house , and he shall feast with them* 
This do thou for my love ^ and so V^V Vi\m ^ . 
As be regards his agcd&Ahei'sAitA. 
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Mar. Tfaisidllldo, and sooq return again. [Exit. 

Tarn. Nov will I hence about thy business , 
ad take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay , nay , let Rape and Murder stay with me , 
r else 1 11 call my brother back again , 
ad cleave to no revenge but Lucius. , 

Tarn. [Aside to them.] What say you , boys? will you 'bide 

with him, 
rhiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 
ow I have governed our determiu'd jest? 
ield to his humour , smooth and speak him fiiir , 
nd tarry with him, till I turn again. 

Tit. [Aside.] I know them all, though they suppose me mad; 
nd will o'er-reach them in their own devices, 
pair of cursed hell-hounds , and their dam. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleasure ; leave us here. 

Tam, Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge now goes 
3 lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

Tit. I know thou dost; and, sweet Revenge , farewell. 

Chi, Tell us, old man, howshallwebeemploy'd? 

Tit. Tut! I have work enough for you to do. — 
nblius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 

Enter VjJBLiJjay and Others. 

Pub. What's your will? 

Tit. Know you these two? 

Pub. The empress' sons 
take them; Chiron, Demetrius. 

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie! thou art too much deceiv'd; 
he one is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
nd therefore bind them , gentle Publius ; 
aius, and Valentine , lay hands on them, 
ft have you heard me wish for such an hour , 
nd now I find it: therefore, bind them sure; 
nd stop their mouths , if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. — Publius, dec. <6<se C«!A.^^> mvA. 
Dembtbiub. 
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Chi. YillaiQS, forbear! we are the empress' sods. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. — 
Stop close their mouths ; let them not speak a word. 
Is he sure bound? look, that you bind them ftst. 

Re-enter Titus AkDRONicus, with Layinia; she bearing a 

Bason, and lie a Knife* 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound. 
Sirs, stop their mouths ; let them not speak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 
O villains ! Chiron and Demetrius , 
Here stands the spring whom you haye stained wf th mud ; 
This goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 
You kill'd her husband , and for that vile foult 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death , 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest : 
Both her sweet hands , her tongue, and that more dear 
Than hands or tongue , her spotless chastity , 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd. 
What would you say , if I should let you speak? 
Villains , for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason , that receives your guilty blood. 
You know , your mother means to feast with me , 
And calls herself Revenge , and thinks me mad. — 
Hark, villains! I will grind your bones to dust, 
And with your blood and it , I '11 make a paste ; 
And of the paste a co£Sn I will rear. 
And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam , 
Like to the earth, swsilow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to , 
And this the banquet she shaU. s\uMt ox!l; 
For worse than Philomel ^jouxxs'^m^ ^«».^\Kt ^ 
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LDd worse than Progne I will be reTeng'd. 

ind now prepare your throats. •— Lavinia come , 

[He cuts their ThroaU. 
teceiTe the blood : and when that they are dead, 
.et me go grind their bones to powder small, 
Lnd with this hateful liquor temper it; 
Lnd in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. — 
]ome, come, be every one officious 
Co make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
If ore stern and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 
^0 , now bring them in , for I will play the cook , 
Lnd see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

[Eijcetint , bearing the dead Bodies, 



SCENE III. 
The Same. A Pavilion , with Tables , <&c. 

Enter Lvcivs^ Marcus, andGolhs; toith Ajlrotx , Prisoner, 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since 't is my father's mind , 
That I repair to Rome , I am content. 

1 Goth, And ours , with thine , befall what fortune will. 

Luc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger , this accursed devil. 
Let him receive no sustenance ; fetter him , 
rill he be brought unto the empress face , 
For testimony of her foul proceedings. 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
[ fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar, Some devil whisper curses in mine ear , 
And prompt me , that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart! 

Luc, Away , inhuman dog ! unhallow'd slave ! — 
Sirs , help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[Eofeunt Goths toith AAKOiSk . Trunv^raiU ^vwiv.^ 
The trumpets show ih^ emperor is at Ykand. 
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Enter Saturkikus amf Tamora, toith Tribunes, Senator$y and 

Others. 

Sat. What! hath the firmameDt more subs than one? 

Lui. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun? 

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready , which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, fbr league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places. 

Sat Marcus, we will. 

[Hautboys sound. The Company sit down at Table. 

Enter Titus, dressed like a Cook, Layinia, veiled^ yowtg 
Lucios, and Others. Titus places the Dishes on the 
Table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread queen; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius; 
And welcome, all. Although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your stomachs: please you eat of it. 

JSat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 

Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well , 
To entertain your highness , and your empress. 

Tarn. We are beholding to you ^ good Andronicus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor , resolve me this : 
Was it well done of rash Yirginius , 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, anddeflour'd? 

Sat. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit. Tour reason, mighty lord! 

Sat. Because the giri should not survive her shame , 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

lit A reason mif^hl^ , sUow% ^ «M «(E&cUl«1; 
A pattern, precedent, andU^d^'^wtwiN., 
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Forme, most wretched , to perform the liJLe. — 
Die, die, Laiinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

[He-kills Layinia. 
And with thy shame thy father's sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done? unnatural and unkind ! 

Tit. Kill'dher, for whom my tears have made me blind. 
I am as woful as Yirginius was. 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sat. What! was she ravish'd? tell who did the deed. 

Tit, Will 't please you eat? will 't please your highness feed? 

Tarn,, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter thus? 

Tit. Not I; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 
They ravish'd her , and cut away her tongue , 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wreng. 

Sat, Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit, Why, there they are both , baked in that pie r 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed , 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
'TIS true, 'tis true; witness my knife's sharp point. 

[KilUng Tam ORA. 

Sat, Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

[KilUng Titus. 

Luc, Can the son's eye behold his father bleed? 
There 's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Killing ^KTVfcmisiTJS, A great Tumult. The People 
in coT^funon disperse, Marcus, Lucius, and 
their Partisans, ascend the Steps b^ore Titus's 
House. 

Mar, Tou sad-fac'd men , people and sons of Rome , 
By uproar sever'd , like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts , 
O ! let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf, 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Roman Lord, Lest Rome herself be bane untA \l«c»^\ 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms courVs^ lo ^ 
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Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 
Do shameful executidD on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age , 
Grave witnesses of true experience , 
Cannot induce you to attend my words , — 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erst our ancestor , 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse , 
To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear , 
The story of that baleftil burning night , 
When subtle Greeks surpris'd king Priam's Troy. 
Tell us , what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears , 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in , 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. — 
My heart is not compact of flint , 'nor steel , 
, Nor can I utter all oar bitter grief; 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance , even i' the time 
When it should move you to attend me most , 
Lending your kind commiseration. 
. Here is a captain , let him tell the tale ; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you , 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 
And they it was that ravished our sister. 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded. 
Our father's tears despis'd , and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand , that fought Rome's quarrel out , 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished. 
The gatesi shut on me , and tum'd weeping out , 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears , 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend ; 
And I am the turn'd-forth , be it known to you , 
That b&ve preserv'd her 'NveUat^ miu^ \A.Q<^d\ 
And from her bosom took \]i:ie ^ivem'f % ^^V^ox > 
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Sheathiog the steel in my adYenturous body. 

Alas! you know, lamno vaunter, I; 

My scars can witness » domb although they are , 

That my report is just , and flill of truth. 

But, soft! methinks, I do digress too much , 

Citing my worthless praise. O! pardon me; 

For when no friends are by men praise themselves. 

Mar, Now is my turn to speak. Behold this child ; 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor , 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes. 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
And, as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge , what cause had Titu^ to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience , 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Bomans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein , 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Bomans, speak! and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo! hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

JEmiL Come, come, thou reverend man of Bome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand , 
Lucius our emperor; for, well I know. 
The conmion voice do cry , it shall be so. 

Mar, Lucius , all hail ! Bome's royal emperor. — 

Lucius, &c. descend. 

Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house, [To an Attendant 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor , 

To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death , 

As punishment for his most wicked life, r*- 

hucws, all hail! Bome'sgracioosfSOYeniOi. 
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Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I goTern so , 
To heal Rome's harms , and wipe away her woe ! 
But, gentle people , give me aim awhile , — 
For nature puts me to a heayy task. — 
Stand all aloof ; — but, uncle, draw you near. 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk. — 
O ! take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips , \jRitses Titus. 

These sorrowM drops upon thy blood~stain*d face , 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss , 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
O ! were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite , yet would I pay them. 

tuc. Come hither, boy: come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers. Thy grandsire lov'd thee weU ; 
Many a time he dane'd thee on his knee , 
Sung thee asieep , his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee , 
Meet and agreeing with thine infancy : 
In that respect, then, like a loving child , 
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring, 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe. 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindness , abd take leave of him. 

Boy* O grandsire, grandsire! even with all my heart 
Would I were dead , so you did live again. — 
O lord ! I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 
My tears will choke me , if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants , tmth Ajlkoth. 

IRom, Tou sad Andronici , have done with woes. 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch , 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth , and famish him ; 
There let Mm stand , andTOiv^ mv^ ct^ loit ^^^^\ 
Ifaojr one relieves , or pliVts^ui , 
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For the offence he dies. This is our doom ; 
Some stay to see him £gisteo'd in the earth. 

Aar. O! why should wrath be mute , and fiiry dumb? 
I am no baby, I, that with base prayers 
I should repent the evils I have done. 
Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did 
Would I perform , if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did , 
I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc, Some loving friends convey the emperor hence , 

And give him burial in his father's grave. 

My father, andLavinia, shall forthwith 

Be closed in our household's monument. 

As for that heinous tiger , Tamora , 

No funeral rite , nor man in mournful weeds , 

No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 

But throw her forth to beasts , and birds of prey. 

Her life was beast-like , and devoid of pity ; 

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done on Aaron , that damn'd Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 

Then, afterwards, to -order well the state, 

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. 

[Exeunt. 
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